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CHAPTER I 

** All the bodies of the universe are allied by sympathies 

or natural antipathies." 

" Miss Honey M Bury " 

I LOOKED at her, startled at the unsuit- 
ability of her name, for there was honey 
neither in her glance nor on her lips, and 
beauty at that moment she had none, unless 
she had deliberately veiled it with the sullen- 
ness that enveloped her as with a cloud. 

" You do not wish to dance ? " I said, 
though the nod she had thrown at me was 
in the affirmative ; and then I glanced down 
at her, and saw that she was trembling, but if 
from temper or emotion, I could not tell. 

" I would like," she muttered, " to be shut 
up in a room lined with looking-glasses, and 
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2 *• HONEY" 

plenty of crockery, that I might smash them 
all." 

"Perhaps it could be managed," I said, 
" but not here and now. Do you often feel 
like that ? " 

" Often, in town ; not in the country." 

" Then why don't you stay there ? " 

She frowned, looking up at me quickly, 
but her face was no longer sullen. 

" Do you think time is ever wasted if you 
are happy ? " she said, with apparent inconse- 
quence, as we sat down in the conservatory to 
which I had piloted her. 

" And yet," I said, " many girls would 
think a good floor, good music, a suitable 
partner " 

I paused. Perhaps it was my age that had 
upset her. 

" I can't help being old, you know." 

" You were just dragged up to me," she 
said, " and you looked quite as unwilling as I 
did ; and you are not old." 

"And still," I said, "my appearance coin- 
cided with your wish to smash looking- 
glasses." 

"The wish was there long before," she 
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said quickly. ^^I cannot stand heat and 
crowds, and want to be in the country. So, 
in their hearts, do all these poor capering 
wretches. The very air is flat to-night, with 
no electricity of human enjoyment in it ! " 

I nodded, for I had felt it myself. Floor, 
lights, music, flowers, and the girls' frocks, 
even the men, were all right, yet there was 
a subtle lack of gaiety about the whole thing, 
that proclaimed youth as stale, when it should 
have been lusty and full of go. 

" They are all pretending," she said, " and 
life's too short for it. Our mothers never 
did. Do you ? " 

" Often," I said, with an angry energy that 
astonished even myself. But 1 did not mean 
in the way that she did. 

" Then why are you here ? " she said. 
"Women are beggars, not choosers. But 
men — I don't believe you like it any better 
than I do." 

" A tyrannic sister-in-law," I murmured, at 
which she laughed, just as if she knew Mary 
well. 

" Why can't we have pointed roofs, instead 
of ugly flat ceilings to our houses," she said, 
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glancing up discontentedly, "like the old 
English folk, who, if they could not get 
arched roofs, loved to make them pointed, 
with polished timber beams on which their 
eyes rested, as if looking upwards through 
a tree ? It was about the only comfort they 
had got when they left their beloved forests, 
and were obliged to suffocate within four 
walls. But at Burghfield we have forests and 
pointed roofs too." 

Her voice softened, and told me one thing, 
that Burghfield, wherever that place might be, 
held her heart. 

"If I were in the country to-night," she 
said, "I would sling my hammock in the 
garden, and sleep in it." 

I looked at her more closely, knowing that 
her restlessness meant pain ; and it is one of 
the worst signs of the age, that people cannot 
and will not endure pain of either mind or 
body. They fly it, drug it, but they will not 
face it open-eyed. 

" You would not go to sleep," I said, " and 
you would want someone slung in another 
hammock to causer with." 

She coloured brilliantly. 
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" You have found me out," she said ; " but 
I do not causer with everybody. I thought 
that you — you " 

"I am a good listener," I said, and she 
darted me a quick, indignant glance, and was 
silent for a full minute, thus giving me an 
opportunity of noting the promise of her 
mouth. 

More a dryad than a beauty she was, with 
that wreath of green leaves on her brown 
hair, framing the brown oval of a small face 
— scornful, proud, virginal — that wanted 
woods for its background, and seemed to 
resent the anachronism of being set in a 
town conservatory. 

I have a keen eye for details, and noted 
that the colour of the leaves repeated itself 
delightfully in the necklace that ran like green, 
living fire round her neck ; all the rest of her 
was white and gauzy as the robes of Titania 
herself. But suddenly she disappointed me, 
going nearer to feminine malice than I ex- 
pected of her. 

" I don't believe there's a bit of paint and 
powder left in all London to-night," she said ; 
" it's all herer 
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I shook my head, but she only threw up 
hers, and went on defiantly — 

« They're so groovy," with a wave of her 
hand towards the dancers. "The world is 
their circus-ring, and they canter and amble 
round and round it, and jump through their 
paper hoops, smirking for applause ; but they 
never get off the track — they would be lost 
without Society's crack of the whip ! Some- 
times the women break out in little tails to 
their jackets, called basques — and they must 
all have tails, or die (it's really a revolt to 
prehistoric times, and quite explainable) ; 
sometimes they wear tassels over their left 
eye — and there's no authority for that; and 
now the old boat-shaped hat has come in, 
with cascades falling down their backs — sheep 1 
sheep ! Are you groovy, too ? " she added 
abruptly. 

Here she had me on the raw, and I moved 
impatiently. But she was very quick ; if she 
made a wound, she tried instantly to heal it, 
and with a winning little air that justified her 
name, she said — 

"I'm sorry — you don't look it — but, being 
a doctor, I suppose you can't, help it." 
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I started, trying to remember if I had 
been introduced with any prefix to my name. 

" You dislike my profession ? " I said. 

"Til tell you a story," she said. "Some- 
one was dying, with four doctors standing 
round him. He asked one of them what 
complaint he was dying of. *We shall find 
that out at the post-mortem,' said the man." 

I laughed. 

" That is an old wheeze," I said. 

« No." 

She had turned very white. 

" My mother died while the surgeons were 
quarrelling downstairs over some point of 
professional etiquette," she said. "And the 
lessons your dead mother's face does not 
teach you, God Himself cannot," she added 
under her breath, but recovered herself 
quickly. 

" A wider humanity and less red-tape," she 
said, " would become the noblest profession in 
the world. 

" * We are travelling home to God 
In the way our fathers trod,* 

" at least that is what I heard a lot of broad- 
arrow-dressed rascals singing in church one 
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morning in Pordand gaol — and that is what 
you doctors are doing. You are not half as 
progressive as they are in America." 

I frowned, for I was beginning to suspect 
the little termagant of being flippant as well 
as clever, and clever women tire me ; yet I 
liked the unconscious way she looked me in 
the face, and the subject she had happened to 
hit on interested me. 

" Your war-cry should be Humanity ! and 
not individual aggrandisement," she said. 
"And if you think because you have a row 

of letters after your name " she paused, 

then added, "public opinion has got out of 
its swaddling clothes, and nowadays thinks for 
itself — and pretty sharp, too. It judges by 
results only — doesn't care a fig if you are 
physician to royalty, troubles nothing about 
you as a man, or your degrees either — only 
asks * What can he do ? Can he cure me ? ' 
And, if he can, they flock to him." 

"But how are they to know of our re- 
sults ? " I said. " We are like Kipling's Bobs 
— do not advertise." 

" No, only the so-called heads of the pro- 
fession may do that. When the Duke of 
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Bumbledom has a pain in his big toe, or the 
Marchioness of Tippleary has an attack of 
nerves, every paper paragraphs the name of 
the doctor called in to them ; but woe betide 
the lesser ones who get into print ! " 

"Common souls pay with what they do, 
other souls with what they are," I quoted, 
" Some soldiers are set to fight, others to dig 
trenches ; but it is good work, every bit of it, 
all the same." 

" But you are a born fighter," she said ; 
" you would like to do in hot blood, what you 
slowly and painfully do in cold." 

I was silent, suspecting Mary of breach of 
confidence. Who but she knew my customary 
mood of revolt, of hatred of the chains that 
bound me in my profession ? 

" The surgeon of the future," said the girl 
musingly, "will seek truth everywhere, find 
it even in shams and popular errors ; he will 
despise nothing, learn, as he goes, use as he 
goes for the benefit of humanity ; he will not 
keep one eye on his patient, the other cocked 
for the list of Birthday honours ! And Tm 
not sure there is not something in those Faith 
Healers' religion, for faith heals physically, 
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when there is no organic disease; it so buoys 
up a poor creature, lifts it so completely 
above all mundane worries, that the patient is 
supremely happy, therefore well. Of course," 
she added apologetically, "it wouldn't have 
that effect upon people with backbones, but 
how many have any ? " 

"You, for one," I said. "And woman was 
made out of a rib, you know. Backbones are 
for men." 

She flashed me an indignant glance, and by 
now I had discovered that there was meaning 
in the latter half of her name, though expres- 
sion had probably much to say to it. It 
struck me then that only a blind man might 
dwell with her in peace, so perpetually chang- 
ing was the stormy-weather-chart of her little 
brown face, though the many notes in her 
voice would probably enlighten him as to her 
moods. 

" Do not vex your youth with riddles," I 
said. " Most of us make that mistake. We 
clamour, protest, rebel. It is only time that 
deadens our voices — our only time of content 
is when we cease to cry out, and compose our- 
selves to wait quietly for the end." 
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"And you have not reached that stage of 
content yet," she said quickly, " Oh ! Roose- 
velt's gospel appeals to me so tremendously," 
she went on warmly. " ^ I wish to preach,* he 
said, with snapping teeth and blazing eyes, 
*not the doctrine of ignoble ease, but the 
doctrine of the Strenuous Life, the life of toil 
and effort, of labour and strife — to preach that 
highest form of success, which comes, not to 
the man who desires more easy peace, but to 
the man who does not shrink from hardships, 
or from bitter toil ; and who out of these 
wins the splendid ultimate triumphs.* *' 

" But I thought," I murmured, " that we 
were not to have any triumphs — only to 
labour in the cause of humanity ? Supposing 
we go and fight for supper — that is all Society 
comes out for really — I for you, and you for 
me ? " 

She laughed, and we went down — fought, 
and won, and parted ; parted on my side at 
least with regret, and the desire to meet her 
again. 



CHAPTER II 

<*So seems the life of man, O King, as a sparrow's 
flight through the hall when a man is sitting at meat in 
wintertide, with the warm fire lighted on the hearth, but 
the chill rainstorm without. The sparrow flies in at one 
door, and tarries for a moment in the light and heat of 
the hearth fire, and then flying forth from the other, 
vanishes into the wintry darkness whence it came. So 
tarries for a moment the life of a man in our sight, but 
what is before it, what after it, we know not." 

I WALKED round to Brook Street one after- 
noon to look up my sister-in-law, Mary 
Cassilis, whom I had not seen since her ball, 
and whom I had greatly missed during her 
absence abroad during the winter and early 
spring. 

I think Mary genuinely liked me — for I 
filled a want ; probably there is nothing a 
widow feels the lack of so keenly as the 
masculine dust-bin, into which she has been 
accustomed to shoot all the conversational 
and other rubbish that no one else will put up 
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with. And my brother had been a docile 
creature, heaven-born to marriage, as not one 
man out of a million is, though you always 
felt that he was merely an annotation to 
Mary's text. 

Her cool drawing-rooms rested me ; the 
absence of many flowers, the prevalence of 
growing things, so that green was its prevail- 
ing atmosphere, pleased my taste, and I sank 
into a deep chair while Mary put me through 
my paces in a way astonishing in so frail and 
elegant a person. 

"Ben," she said, "you are nearly twenty 
years younger than lam, and ought to be my 
son instead of my brother-in-law ; if you had 
been, you would be a swell G. P. now ; 
babies are always in season — or if you object 
to them, have gone in for something to eat or 
drink, or boots or clothes, things people can't 
do without, you know, thafs what pays. 
Poor men shouldn't try to run philanthropy 
shows — it's a rotten, false, undignified attitude 
for the men who must earn a living-wage, or 
go to the wall, to be called an "honorary" 
surgeon — he should be paid, and paid well — 
it's all wrong, I tell you. See the order, the 
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luxury even, the flowers, the money lavished 
on the patients in the hospitals, and yet you, 
and the other men who cure those people, and 
keep the whole thing going, and without 
whom the whole fabric must collapse, are not 
paid one farthing ! " 

" We get valuable experience there,*' I said, 

" Experience ! And while you are sticking 
your silly noses in the air, and giving your 
best years and energies to doing gratuitous 
work, your landlord takes the roof from over 
your head, and you find yourself star-gazing 
in the street ! " 

"In excellent company," I said, "Men 
with the money instinct are usually detest- 
able," 

"But it brings a man peace, and a down 
bed at the last," said Mary. " It*s mediocrity, 
not genius, that blends with the spirit of the 
age. There are no great men now," she 
added sadly, " they are all dead, and we don't 
grow the breed any more. Yet how scarce 
they were — those glorious names that are 
household words to us — how rare they seem, 
when in this great city, we see an endless 
procession of millions of men, and not one 
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half-dozen among them all^ whose names will 
live when this century is out ! " 

^* Fame, like success, is mainly the product 
of the imagination," I said. "Failure has 
its joys, and promotes peace and quiet." 

" Shame on you 1 " cried Mary indignantly. 
" If talent abounds, genius has fled from our 
midst, because we are not strenuous enough, 
because we work for gold ; the ancients and 
Elizabethans worked for immortality. In 
science we have made great strides, but have 
we added anything tangible to the store of 
great poetry, of great prose, in the cupboard 
(there is not enough to fill a temple) of Fame ? 
Energy, power, is what is demanded in vain 
in this sickly, self-conscious age." 

" Oh, let us be happy, and blow strenuous 
endeavour," I said lazily, "especially in hot 
weather." 

" Rubbish," said Mary ; " such opinions 
suited your brother Ernest, because he hated 
responsibility of any kind. That's why he 
married me. He thought that food dropped 
ready cooked into a plate before him, and 
clothes blew on of themselves ; and he never 
mastered the intricacies of a cheque-book, or 
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the everyday business of life. So absent- 
minded, too ! When I heard of a woman 
who was at the Military Tournament, and 
in her joy at the relief of Mafeking, turned 
round and violently shook the biggest nose 
nearest to her, I thought it was just the thing 
Ernest might do on provocation, and forget 
to apologise." 

I agreed that it was quite possible. 

"And one night, after I and the servants 
had all gone to bed, he went out to post a 
letter with his lighted bedroom candlestick in 
his hand ! " 

"He must have been thinking of Diogenes," 
I said, " who lit a candle in the daytime, and 
went through the streets saying, *I am looking 
for a man.* If he had lived to be old " 

She sighed. " It's so hard to bring up our 
second-childhood children properly ! But I 
miss him," she went on sadly. " To be strong, 
really strong, you must have someone to lean 
on you ; then your back stiffens, you stand 
foursquare to the winds that blow. You must 
not, dare not weaken. But once he is with- 
drawn, often you collapse, and fall yourself." 

"But perhaps he is better off," I said. 
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" Heaven "- — and I quoted a great authority — 
" has great rewards for the husbands df talka- 
tive women." 

"You always pull me out of the pit of 
sentiment," she said, half ruefully, as indeed 
I did, for Mary's moods were not always as 
bright now as they had been formerly. 

"By the way," she said, "how did you 
like Miss Bury ? " 

"Better than in my youth," I said, "for 
my grey powders were always given me in 
honey when I was a child. Is not Miss Bury 
the girl you stay with in Devon, and who 
keeps foxhounds ? — an unfeminine sort of 
person, as I always supposed." 

" It's the prettiest thing you ever saw — the 
girl in pink, with the pack round her," said 
Mary. " You would have met her long ago, 
only she hated town so much, she never came 
to it till after she met Holford." 

"She is very Irish," I said, "if she said 
that. And who looks after her in the country 
— a duenna ? " 

" She never felt the want of one. Honey 

lives her life out of doors ; every man, woman, 

and child in the country is her friend." 
c 
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" She lives the ideal life — that of a sporting 
squire," I said. 

"Ben," cried Mary, "you great muscular, 
outdoor chap — made for your sins a surgeon 
— I do believe you would rather be a labourer 
earning twelve shillings a week in an open- * 

air life, than thousands within four walls." 

"Yes," I said, "to work hard, to eat and 
drink hard, to sleep hard — there are worse 
lives. Exercise your muscles well, and all 
that rot about love doesn't come in," I 
added, with a fleer at Mary's pronounced dis- 
approval of my bachelorhood. "But how 
does Holford affect her ? " 

"I suppose I may as well tell you," said 
Mary. "I shall probably want your help 
later on. She met him in Devonshire ; he 
was staying at one of the frisky houses in 
the neighbourhood. Had his violin, of 
course — is by way of being a clever man — 
imagine his effect on a little girl who had 
never been in love — while her effect upon 
him — did you notice her jewels ? " 

I threw back and remembered the delight- 
ful note of green, struck twice about her, and 
nodded. 
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"You know," said Mary, "your brother 
never gave me very much jewellery, and I 
was glad of it. When a man does that, it's 
usually a sop thrown to his wife to hide how 
much he is giving to the others. But Honey's 
emeralds give me wicked sensations." 

" She struck me as having points of view 
of her own," I said. " I like her unexpected- 



ness." 



" There are too many dead-alives in the 
world," said Mary ; " moribunds, like the 
flies that in autumn strike you coldly on 
the cheek. Death won't take 'em, life don't 
want *em ; meanwhile they afflict us. Honey 
is alive. There are three things that sharpen 
you up, if you have any wits to sharpen — 
physical suflFering, mental pain, and travel. 
The second is what ails her." 

"I thought her spirits were uneven," I 
said, and waited for enlightenment. 

" When you do what is within your power," 
said Mary, who loved the byways of conversa- 
tion, " Nature looks on pleased and happy ; 
but when you try to do more, the instinct 
of self-preservation asserts itself, and cries 
* Stop ! * And because you don't, or can't, 
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spoils your spirits and your temper, and you 
worry other people, while everybody exclaims 
what a brute you are." 

" I am still waiting," I said resignedly, 

" I would rather trust a man than a woman," 
said Mary meditatively, "because he smokes 
his pipe, and thinks and thinks, but says 
nothing. He never expects anything of a 
woman, and is never astonished at anything 
she tells him. Now women's bitterness to- 
wards women is because they are always ex- 
pecting good from them, and are angry when 
they don't get it." 

She leaned her smart grey head back against 
the chair, (and grey hair makes a delightful 
combination with blue eyes and a fair skin), 
and considered me maliciously. 

" It has put Honey on the defensive," she 
said, " and spoiled her manners ; and as I said 
to her once, * Never be rude to anybody, be- 
cause you have to be so disgustingly civil 
afterwards, to rub out the memory of the 
affront.* The man who is master of his likes 
and dislikes never ruins his trousers by over- 
much kneeling 1 But she is self-willed to a 
degree. Ah, my boy, we all thought our- 
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selves such damned fine fellows when we were 
young ! " 

" She struck me as not running in her true 
form," I said, "yet as having somehow got 
close to the eternal verities. By intuition, 
of course ; it could hardly be experience at 
her age." 

" You're wrong. One bad man will educate 
a girl quicker than fifty good ones. We 
women build a shrine, and are so occupied in 
sticking all our best jewels in it, that we don't 
properly examine what we are going to put 
inside, and lo ! one day we find we have 
placed a leper in it, and he grins at us, but he 
won't come out." 

"You mean that Lawrence Holford — 
Holford, the musician — who is in prison 
for killing Hammersley — is Miss Bury's 
lover ? " I cried impatiently. 

"Yes, but it really was an accident. His 
sentence was a light one ; he comes out soon." 
(And Mary nodded significantly.) "I was 
abroad when it happened, so could be of no 
use to the poor girl. She has taken a house 
in town, to be near him." 

"But I haven't heard the story yet," I 
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objected. " Did he kill Hammersley on her 
account ? " 

"He persuaded Honey the quarrel was 
about her. But it was her wealth that 
attracted him, as it attracted Hammersley, 
who was a man of low tastes. I feel sure 
they fought over another woman." 

" Miss Bury loved Holford ? " I said. 

" What a question ! The nicest women 
always love the worse men, and the worse 
men naturally like the women who are as bad 
as, or worse than themselves." 

" Good God 1 " I said, " how do you 
account for it ? " 

" Temperament partly. Also Holford's un- 
lucky * accident ' has brought out all Honey's 
finest qualities : unselfishness, devotion, pity ; 
and once rouse the constancy of a perfecdy 
loyal woman, and you get a coat of mail that 
turns aside every blow and thrust of truth. 
Ben, it is all a question of what we can 
do without. If a woman could consciously 
deny the charm of a bad man — say * No ' to 
it — she would be all right ; but she won't. 
Instinct may warn her, but Nature wins, and 
the girl often goes open-eyed to her ruin. 
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It's the most terrible sight on earth — a young, 
beautiful life fouled and obscured by a mis- 
take in marriage, by a moment of idiocy, of 
error of judgment, that is annoying and irritat- 
ing enough in business or ordinary affairs, 
but in the vital scheme of happiness, becomes 
tragic, awful, bearing crimes in its breast." 

" Can't anything be done ? " I said. 

"Nothing," said Mary smartly, "but to 
make her fall in love with yourself. She 
won't look at a man ; but she'll have to at 
you, because you are my brother-in-law." 

I shook my head. The woman who had 
passed through the hands of a Lawrence 
Holford was not for me. Very few men want 
temperament in a wife ; and among my 
married acquaintance the amazing fact had 
often struck me, that what a husband admired 
most in his wife before marriage, displeases 
him most afterwards. 

" Ben, you are a fool I " cried Mary in a 
rage. " Doesn't Amiel say that * without pas- 
sion, man is a mere latent force and possibility, 
like a flint that awaits the shock of iron before 
it can give forth its spark ' ? " 

" I don't want sparks struck out of me," I 



24 ''HONEY" 

said. " I would much rather be a damp 
lucifer, left in peace. Once the one sex 
invades the privacy, and confuses the brain 
and senses of the other, all is disorder.** 

" Go to Korea," gibed Mary as I departed, 
" where a miserable bachelor of forty is forced 
to wear the despised pigtail of boyhood, while 
the engaged youth of eight proudly rolls his 
hair into a top-knot 1 " 

I laughed, and went away. 

Liberty is sweet, and I envied no man his 
domestic happiness, for happiness exacts 
more penalties even than misery, and I 
thanked God that I had never let a woman 
break up my life with her moods, and fads, 
and exactions. 
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CHAPTER III 

" The worldly hope men set their hearts upon 
Turns ashes— or it prospers ; and anon 
Like snow upon the desert's dusty face 
Lighting a little hour or two, is gone." 

WHEN once you have fixed your mind 
on an especial person or circumstance, 
the very stones in the highway will rise up 
to testify to some new fact concerning them, 
yet I was startled when, dining with Golightly 
at his club that night, Lawrence Holford's 
name came up, and I got a grip of his char- 
acter that a year of talk with Mary would not 
have afforded me. 

We men are mostly inarticulate and dis- 
interested in our friendships, but we can find 
a rousing word or two for a scoundrel, and 
sinners all as we were in the room that 
night, there was not one present who did 
not, roughly speaking, resent sins against 
humanity. And the breaking up of many 
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women's lives for one man's pleasure came 
under that category. 

And when men count a man a disgrace to 
themselves, he has reached the full measure 
of his degradation, and there is no deeper 
depth for him to plumb. 

Holford's imprisonment was not called 
" bad luck," as indeed it was — the man had 
gone unpunished over so many worse things, 
that to be caught when probably not guilty 
only showed ironically as rough retributive 
justice. 

" Now personally," said Golightly, who was 
a famous artist, "I don't trouble about my 
character at all. I am contented to be judged 
by my work — most of us are. And if our 
colours don't come out in the public wash — 
and the public has got into the way of wash- 
ing on its own account — doesn't send it 
to the cleaners, otherwise critics — we are 
generally all right. But Holford's an out- 
and-out bad egg.'* 

"Played the violin like an angel," said 
Fred Singleton, " looked like one — you know 
that slight, graceful, spiritual type — ought 
to have been a High Church parson, and 
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waved his lily hand from the pulpit, with 
beauty waiting for him afterwards in the 
vestry. Hard as nails, but looked frail — 
and pity's almost as strong as love with some 
women." 

*'A jolly sight stronger, you mean," growled 
Golightly. "The brute will be out soon — 
free to begin his tricks over again — if he 
isn't torn in pieces by the women who will 
fight for him at the prison door." 

" What kind of women ? " I inquired. 

"The best and the worst. Naturally he 
prefers the latter." 

"Anyone in particular?" 

Golightly shrugged his shoulders. 

" If he and Hammersley quarrelled over a 
woman, you bet she wasn't a nice one. I 
heard there was a really good, pretty girl 
somewhere in the country whom Holford 
was going to marry — for her money, of course 
— but no one seems to know her name." 

"And if she is at the prison door when he 
comes out, and the others — which do you back 
to win ?" I asked cynically. 

*' He'll marry the girl and go back to the— 
carrion," said Tom promptly. 
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" But the girl must have friends," I said 
indignantly. " Can't they stop it ? " 

"Probably they don't know," and Tom 
shrugged his shoulders. "That sort of thing 
is very often only known among men. Ham- 
mersley belonged to this club before you 
joined, and often brought Holford in, whose 
talk was as callous as his life." 

The room had emptied while we talked, 
some of the men had gone to whist, others 
to the play, balls, or opera. Golightly and 
I alone were left, at one in our love of peace 
and hatred of society, and we were likely to 
be left undisturbed for some time. 

" The papers never give you the real inside 
of things," I said. "Tell me the true version." 

" Well, it happened here^ you know, in this 
very room, but I don't believe in ghosts. 
Holford and Hammersley were smoking and 
talking, the other men had dropped off, just 
as those fellows did to-night. One of the 
servants passing the door heard raised voices, 
and a woman's name shouted, then a crashing 
fall, and rushing in, found Hammersley lying 
on the ground, dead, and Holford standing 
over him." 
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« And you think ? " 

"That Holford undoubtedly struck him, 
but it came out at the inquest that Ham- 
mersley's skull was as thin as an egg-shell, and 
even a slight blow would smash it. Holford 
swore that Hammersley had attacked him, 
slipped, and being a heavy man, had fractured 
his skull where it was thinnest, just above the 
ear ; but even allowing for its being an 
accident, and also taking into account the 
judge's proclivities, Holford got off lightly — 
six months as a first-class misdemeanant — and 
Fve no doubt the women have seen to it that 
he wants for nothing in gaoK He will be out 
in a month or so.'* 

"Did the name of the woman they had 
quarrelled about come out in court ? " 

" No. Holford somehow got at the waiter, 
and " 

" But you know it ? " I exclaimed, struck 
by his tone. 

Golightly nodded. 

" I made it my business to know. Once I 
did the man a good turn, and " 

" The name was } " 

Golightly shook his head. 
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" It was one of the usual names of women 
of her class," he said ; " take your choice of 
them. Men never fight over a good woman, 
and as I heard Holford once remark, * It's a 
far greater crime to be untrue to your mis- 
tress than your wife.' " 

I muttered a bad word. 

^^ Some clever chap said life was a falling and 
catching ourselves. I would add, a slipping 
and getting up again, but Holford has given 
up even trying to catch himself." 

" But how did he live ? How could he 
aflFord such amusements ? " 

"I should say," said Golightly, "by the 
easy method of getting money out of one 
woman, and spending it on another ! He has 
better men to keep him company," and Go- 
lightly ran over certain names well known to 
the public. " His profession was music — un- 
doubtedly the man loved it, and was a good 
artist — any rudiment of conscience he had 
went into his Art. Strange thing that Art," 
went on Tom musingly, "beginning with a 
music that came out of the winds and the 
sands of the desert, interpreted by the tribes 
of Judah who wandered across it, and which is 
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accountable for such later psalmody, as in its 
yearning and pathos has influenced Christian 
musical sentiment, and religious thought — 
indeed, all the later developments of musical 
thought, and musical emotion. And these 
musicians play the very devil with women. I 
mean, of course, the second-rate women." 

I thought of poor Miss Bury, who was not 
second-rate, and cursed the imagination that 
would not let her see him as he was, only as 
she wanted him to be. 

"The brute is interesting," said Golightly, 
"because positive qualities of evil are ex- 
tremely rare. A very wicked or very good 
person is respectively an abnormality, or a 
dull freak of nature. Holford is the former, 
and a woman hates signposts, while curiosity 
precipitates her towards the dangerous and 
the unknown. Still, if you live under the 
laws, you must live by the laws, or pay for 
it ; and that man is a fool who, in a civilised 
country, insists on uncivilised habits. He 
pays dearly for his pleasure in the long run, 
and it isn't worth it. Not, mind you, but 
that many bad men go on from height to 
height, and are signally successful ; but that 
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is because their intellect is greater than their 
failings. Holford will go under because he 
has not enough brains, and is also extremely 
indolent." 

" I'm afraid I too must plead guilty to that 
last sin," I said. 

" That's because in your profession you are 
the square peg in the round hole," said Go- 
lightly. "All you want is to be a good 
animal. It's what we all honestly want, we 
want to be happy. And I'll admit," he went 
on slowly, " that I'm sorry for you. Now this 
consulting business — this haggling over fees 
— is all wrong ; a secretary should manage 
it. This would obviate the absurd attitude 
of holding out your hand, while pretending 
not to see what is slipped into it, and finding 
out afterwards you've got sovereigns instead 
of guineas. It's all false — false sentiment, 
false everything ; and what is more, my dear 
boy, it's the day of specialism, when men will 
pay five guineas for an expert opinion given 
sharp, for time's more than money to 'em ; 
and the surgeon who makes his own little 
corner, and is first in it, reaps a fortune. 
And between those tip-top men, and the 
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general practitioners there will soon be nothing ; 
the middle men must go." 

"And Fm hanged," I said, "if I shan't 
be glad to go — be free, like glorious dead 
Hokusai, who ordered to be inscribed on his 
tomb, *My soul, turned Will-o'- the- Wisp, 
can come and go at ease over the summer 
fields/ Well, I shall wander where I will 
— homeless, ragged, and bare." 

I trolled out the last words, and Golightly 
laughed. 

"But if you stay, you must develop up," 
said Golightly. " The doctors of the past 
and present generations are almost entirely 
materialists of the narrowest order, simply 
relying on the use of drugs and the knife, 
and of late years on slight sanitary science, 
with vivisection and bacteriology thrown in. 
But the doctor of the future must be a totally 
different individual to the hard, callous, 
money-grubbing individual, tied down by 
trades - unionism of the worst type, and 
whose natural grandeur is distorted and con- 
taminated by what is called * professional 
etiquette.' " 

I nodded, for it was true enough. 

D 
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"The doctor of the future must be a 
different man. His motto must be * Advance- 
ment in natural research,* and a minute study 
of the laws of nature and their workings, to 
enable them to assist nature, through these 
laws to perform their proper functions ; to 
watch results, not theory. The spiritual 
elevation of the doctor ought so also to 
elevate the patient, that he brings to bear 
forces which would otherwise lie inert, be- 
cause one of the principal things to assist 
the highest laws of nature is to bring the 
highest spiritual forces to work, so as to 
regulate the lower laws of materialism. The 
grandeur of the laws of the Great Ruler of 
the Universe can be the most easily conceived 
by a man who tries to elevate himself up to 
the highest moral, mental, spiritual, and phy- 
sical condition." 

"He will be lonely there," I said wearily. 
" I know that*s what doctors ought to be, but 
Fm hanged if I can take any great interest in 
them. I met a girl at a ball the other day 
who talked something like you. Then Mrs. 
Cassilis began, now it's your turn." 

" All sheer waste of time," said Golightly, 
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as he put out his pipe, and presently we parted, 
and went our several ways. 

I was glad to be alone. It was of Holford's 
character, of Miss Honey's fate, I was think- 
ing as I walked home. 



CHAPTER IV 

" What's greener than the greenest grass ? 
What's higher than the trees ? 
What's waur nor an ill woman's wish ? 
What's deeper than the seas ? " 

I HAD come to the last of the out-patients 
at my hospital — a new case, with that in- 
definable stamp of impurity upon her that 
you often see on the faces of certain women 
in Society, only their brave setting of sur- 
roundings, and jewels, and clothes half ob- 
literate it — it shows naked in the women of 
the people. 

Smiling, complaisant, porcine, she un- 
wrapped the bandages from her clean, and 
not ill-shaped hand, and showed me a broken 
finger, to which I ministered, asking no ques- 
tions, even as she vouchsafed no information, 
of how the accident had happened. 

She was no longer young. Her coarse 

features could never have been handsome, 
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and from her accent she appeared quite un- 
educated ; yet from the woman as she smiled, 
and thanked me, there came some emanation 
of dreadful power that my senses received, 
and as instantly rejected. Then, as by divina- 
tion, I thought of Lawrence Holford, that 
man of unbridled passions who instinctively 
sought his kind, and when she thanked me 
by name, I guessed who the woman was who 
stood before me. 

Probably the fellow had spoken to her of 
Mary Cassilis as Honey's friend, and she had 
made the broken finger an excuse to see me, 
on the unlikely chance of gleaning from me 
something of Honey's intentions, or likelier 
still, of telling me on what footing she stood 
with him, meaning me to tell the girl. 

I resolved on a game of bluff, and said, 
" You are Lawrence Holford's mistress ? " 

A dull red flamed out on her cheek, and 
completely taken oflF her guard, she screamed 
out — 

" He killed Hammersley for me — not her!'^ 
And there was the vicious snarl in her voice 
that the bad woman always has ready for the 
good. 
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^^It was an accident," I said, and laughed. 
" You flatter yourself." 

"He's mine," she said, "will be mine 
always ! " 

She spoke indifFerently, as if the ways of 
men had given her a profound contempt for 
them. In the eyes of all the famous cocotesy 
whose beauty, or sheer vice, has enabled them 
to set their heels on the necks of men, you 
may see the very apotheosis of this poor 
drab's open contempt. 

I held the door open for her to go, and 
she went, smiling her dreadful, carneying 
smile to the last, neither reiterating, nor deny- 
ing, truly the woman had a great power of 
silence, even if hatred of Honey had for the 
moment startled the truth out of her. 

Looking through the window, I saw her cross 
the street, where she was joined by a big bully, 
and the pair walked amicably off together, 
while cynically I reflected on the fact that to a 
man of a certain type, the unfaithful woman 
is worth a hundred loyal ones, and then I 
went to look at the name and address given 
by the creature, and afterwards, as I expected, 
found both to be false. 
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The pavement under my feet was like 
molten metal, as cross and irritated, I walked 
round to Harley Street, and my study seemed 
a refuge of coolness when I reached it, and 
getting into a deep chair, sat down to think. 
Fate was rushing me, and I declined to be 
rushed. I had my work in the world to do, 
without mixing myself up in an imbroglio 
where my opinions would probably not be 
valued at a groat, one way or the other ; and 
because a self-willed girl was determined to 
ruin her life over a scoundrel, was I to cut 
an absurd figure rushing in to save her, 
when she did not even wish to be saved ? 
Mary Cassilis held the brief, and carefully 
watched the case ; and I knew that if the 
situation could be saved, she would save it, 
though to do this, she must be in full posses- 
sion of all the facts, and more especially of 
the woman who had come to the hospital that 
afternoon, and I could not tell her. The 
woman had come to me professionally, prob- 
ably aware that the consulting - room is 
practically a confessional beyond which no 
communications are suffered to pass ; if I 
meant to bring her to Honey's knowledge, it 
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t 
must be in some other way, and I did not see { 

that way. 

Presently I opened my letters. One was i 

from Mary, whom I had not seen for some 
days. 

" I am asphyxiated with the heat, and going 
td the river to cool myself," she said. " Not 
too far, as I must run up and down ; there are 
some dinner engagements I cannot get out of. 
Miss Bury is coming, and my orders are, that 
you pack some flannels and a straw hat on { 

Friday afternoon, and come down to us till 
Sunday night, or Monday morning. We will 
lie in a punt, and Honey, who is an expert 
with the pole, shall take us about." She 
enclosed the address. 

" I won't be hustled along like this," I said 
loudly and indignantly. Yet Friday afternoon 
discovered me flowing with a great tide of 
parched humanity, to the coolness and mystery 
that lies such a little way beyond the ugly 
streets and sights of our great city, for men love 
the river, and its lotus-eating ways. 

The rose-covered cottage was empty when I 
arrived, but when I had got into my flannels, 
I went through the little garden, and found 
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Mary Cassilis lost among cushions, and fast 
asleep in a punt, with Miss Bury beside her, 
alternately reading and gazing at the water, so 
that I was beside her almost before she knew 
of my approach. 

She glanced up at me with a look of non- 
recognition, looked again, then put a finger 
on her lip, and stepped on to the lawn beside 
me. 

"I did not know you, you looked so 
young," she said. "Look at the water, all 
a-shiver with heat!" And as we watched it, 
Mary Cassilis cried out, " Ben, come here ! " 

" It's drift, drift, drift here," she said, "from 
morning till night, and you've got to drift 
with the rest. Nearly all the men I know are 
down here with their step-wives," she added 
in a whisper, as I helped her to rise, " so I've 
told Honey not to bow to anybody, man or 
woman — not if it's her own grandfather or 
grandmother ! Now you've got to be young 
and frivolous, mind, and nothing else." 

"I feel demoralised already," I said, and 
indeed it ended in my falling asleep later in 
the punt, my last impression being of a 
slender white figure swaying to a pole, and 
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the soft, lapping noise of the water as we 
glided swiftly down the river. 

# # # # # 

Idling has a deadly fascination all its own, 
and it flourishes best on those lower reaches 
of the Thames, where the beautiful, dense 
woods exhale a subtle miasma that relaxes the 
moral and mental fibre, till its victims ask 
nothing but to be let alone, to dream, or to 
love, or to sleep the hours away at will ; yet as 
it happened, I did nothing of the sort. No 
mesmeric influence had touched Honey ; she 
was very much awake, very much alive, and a 
couple of days spent in a punt practically alone 
(for Mary developed a passion for the lawn, 
and hardly left it) will bring two persons' dis- 
positions into astonishing juxtaposition, or 
the reverse, if every moment is utilised. 

We talked many things out ; though I doubt 
if Honey had a single accomplishment, yet 
she had read pretty well everything worth 
reading, and a better authority on hunting, 
shooting, and fishing, I never met. Dogs she 
knew by heart, and loved them — all their 
faults were on the surface, she said, the 
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warmth and love, the devotion, were below. 
Cats she loathed, and triumphantly wore the 
rudimentary collar-bone, an inch and half long, 
set as a brooch, of a tiger who had measured 
eight feet, remarking that it was what she 
expected of a cowardly big cat ! 

Now I was at one with her there, for I 
hated the larger cat's way with men, the 
smaller with birds. Moreover, if she were a 
Devonshire woman, I was a Wiltshire man, 
and now and then we fought over the merits 
of our respective counties ; but once, when she 
called me a moonraker, I arose in my wrath, 
for a punt is safe footing, and told the true 
story of the supposed attempt to fish the reflec- 
tion of the moon out of a pond, by which a 
mower fixed the nickname ** moonrakers " on 
his Wiltshire neighbours for ever. 

The story goes, that two Wiltshire hay- 
makers going home from work, espied the 
reflection of the moon in a pond, and took it 
for a lump of gold. One took oflT his boots 
and stockings, waded in, and tried to lay hold 
of the glittering prize. It was too deep for 
his reach, so, seizing hold of his rake, he 
began to rake the water, and persevered, until 
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a party of Somersetshire mowers came along 
and jeered him as a "moonraker"; but he 
laughs longest who laughs last, for a learned 
Wiltshire philologist, anxious to remove the 
slur of stupidity from his countrymen, ingeni- 
ously accounts for the opprobrious nickname 
in this way : " Piple zay as how they gied th' 
neame o' moonrakers to we Wiltshire vauk 
bekase a pessel o' stupid bodies one night 
tried to rake the shadow o' th' moon out o' th' 
bruk, and tuk't vor a thin cheese. But that's 
th' wrong end o' th' story. The chaps as was 
doin' o' this was smugglers, and they was 
a-vishing up zome kegs o' sperrits, and only 
pertended to rake out a cheese. So the 
Exciseman as axed 'em the question had his 
grin at 'em : but they had a good laugh at he 
when 'em got whoame the stuff." 

"That's a story," she said derisively. 
"And who are your prophets ? We have, 
next door in Dorset, Thomas Hardy, and in 
my own country, which he seems to have 
made his own, Eden Phillpotts. You've got 
nobody." 

We fought hard, and liked each other the 
better for it ; and the more I talked with her. 
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the louder " Back to the land ! " shouted in 
my ear, the more her hatred of the city 
roused mine. I had always loathed the life 
of town — that octopus eating up all the life 
of the country, drawing all into its net ; it 
is the congregation of bodies, the seething 
emotions of them, that breed not mere 
animalism, but strange vices, and I hated it 
all, but it gave me a living-wage, and there, 
for the present, I must stay. 

" I'm sure my ancestors were gipsies," said 
Honey confidentially one day ; " they may 
have settled down, and tried to be respect- 
able ; but it was no good — they burst out 
again in me^ 

I wanted to hear about them — I wanted to 
know what they had done towards the pro- 
duction of this girl, essentially gamin unless 
I greatly mistook her, for full of fun she was, 
with a perfect genius for fooling, and I will 
confess that Honey had a way with her, quite 
innocent, and therefore dangerous, that might 
have misled a man, possibly it did Holford, 
and later he might be angry at its cold up- 
take — but I was not. I should say he was 
not able to differentiate between the pure 
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and passionate woman, and the out-and-out 
bad one, while the cold were not even in- 
cluded in his category ; and that from all I 
had heard, Honey would be about as adequate 
to his taste as a perfume, or a glorious sunset, 
to the satisfaction of an excellent dinner, or 
a good cigar. From her I got no hint, for 
she never mentioned his name until the 
Sunday night, when we were moored under 
the tree she called her own, and the old, the 
middle-aged, the unattractive, had miraculously 
disappeared from the scene, and youth and 
love, or love's counterfeit, ruled all the dim 
waterway. A girl's gurgling laugh sounded 
close ; through the gloom you could see hers 
and the man's eager face beside it, and a low 
cry broke from Honey, and her head fell on 
her knees. I knew then that the mere 
human longing for his touch, his presence, 
had pressed her hard, that every dimly seen 
man she saw that night meant Holford, and 
that she fiercely envied the girl who had just 
passed, scattering her happiness as she went. 

I knew then that the man had got a physical 
hold on Honey, vital even in absence, to be 
remembered so long as body remembered 
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body ; that is why, when spiritual, moral, 
physical, and financial ruin have swamped a 
man, the fibres of a woman will cling to him, 
and call him lord, and go down into the dust 
with him, refusing all other life. 

And the other, the woman with the broken 
finger, had got her grip on Holford. 

Suddenly Honey lifted her head, and spoke. 
I have noticed that a girl will speak more 
openly to a man of whom she is by way of 
making a comrade than to another woman. 

And though I had taken Honey on the 
lighter side, leaving the explosive, the pas- 
sionate untouched, I knew that now I was to 
have a glimpse of the latter side of her nature. 

" Perhaps Mrs. Cassilis has told you," she 
said, and paused — she had clasped her arms 
about her knees ; her brown hair and eyes 
made dark blots against the whiteness of her 
face and gown — "about Lawrence Holford." 

« Yes." 

" I love him," she said in a vibrating tone 
that I had never heard before, and I thought 
I knew most of the notes in the loveliest 
speaking voice I had ever heard, "and he 
loves me." 
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I was silent "Yes," stuck in my throat, 
and would not out. For a moment she 
waited, then — 

" Mrs. Cassilis does not like him," she said, 
quick and indignant. " Have you ever seen 
him ? " 

" Never." 

" Then when you do, you will understand." 

Her voice was shy ; she dropped her head. 
It seemed to me a strange world that held 
maiden's hearts, and man's villainy. The 
silence was heavy — perhaps she sensed what 
I was thinking. 1 half stretched my hand to 
smooth the brown head so near my hand, and 
"Poor Honey!" escaped me involuntarily. 

" That is what they all say, 'poor Honey ! ' " 
she cried, sitting erect. " It's ' poor Law- 
rence ! ' cut off from his kind, living that 
hideous existence because he would not hear 
a man speak ill of me." 

" Tell me," I said harshly, for the constrwnt 
upon me was great. 

"It is not nice to — to speak of," she said 
e^crly, " but Fred Hammcrsley, the man 
Lawrence killed by accident, was angry be- 
cause I had refused him, and spoke slight- 



^' HONEY" 49 

ingly of me at the club before the other men. 
Lawrence waited till the others had gone, then 

he and Fred quarrelled — about — me — and 

he kept my name out of it," she went on 
proudly, " though it would have been a justi- 
fication of the blow he struck. His solicitor 
came from the prison, and told me all about 
it. Was it not fine of Lawrence ? " 

I asked her. how she came to know Ham- 
mersley, and she told me that he had accom- 
panied Holford on that visit to Devon, when 
she had met her fate in the latter. Evidently 
both had coveted her money, but the one 
looked the life he led, Holford did not, and 
she had only felt Hammersley's proposals as 
an insult. 

Nothing marked her intense femininity 
more than the fact that she never felt, or ex- 
pressed, any horror or regret at the man's 
fate. All her sympathies were with Holford ; 
all her pity was for him. Yet I could express 
none, remaining silent, and by now I could 
not see her features, only a white blur of face 
and gown ; but my enormous pity for her 
seemed to cry out of the darkness, and hurt 
her. 
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" You are very rich ? " I said slowly. 

« Yes." 

" And he is very poor ? " 

I could almost feel her flush in the dark- 
ness. Then she said defiantly — 

"Don't you know any better way to try 
and detach me from him than that ? Mary 
Cassilis has ground it into me, all my friends 
have shouted it, yet other men have loved me 
for myself, and why not he ? " 

"That is true. Honey," I said, calling her 
by her name for the first time ; " but for one 
man your wealth attracts, you will scare away 
a dozen who would have loved you for your- 
self" 

"That is nice of you," she exclaimed, de- 
lighted. "And do you know," she added 
confidentially, "that sometimes I made Law- 
rence jealous, for I found out it made him 
love me more, when other men were dancing 
after me ? " 

I thought of the woman going oflT happily 
with her bully that day. There was a startling 
consistency about Lawrence's dealings with 
two women at opposite ends of the social 
scale, and both seemed to answer. 
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" So you are a flirt," I said aloud. " Some- 
times I have suspected it." 

"I thought that you would be different," 
she said heavily. " Everyone is against Law- 
rence. The men are jealous, and the women 
are all in love with him, and angry because he 
loves w^/" 

" When does he come out ? " I said. 

She told me the time was very near, also 
that she would be at the prison gates to meet 
him ; and I shivered in the warm night. She 
would find the other woman there, whose 
face would be such an enlightenment of Hol- 
ford's tastes and character as none but the 
blind could possibly disregard. Yet loyalty 
is blind twice over, and perhaps still Honey 
would not see. 

" Oh, you never loved ! " she cried warmly 
and passionately, "and you will never know 
now." And on the instant came Mary 
Cassilis' voice calling us in to supper. 
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CHAPTER V 

And, struggling spirit, let not worldly gain. 
Nor worldly loss, provoke thy heart to pain. 
For all the burden of such fevered dross 
Will filter through thy wasting palms like rain." 



PAIN is a distinct stimulant to work, to 
ambition ; we work to forget it, are 
braced by it. Pleasure enervates, stultifies 
us. And if not exactly pain, I felt so much 
discomfort at Honey's poor prospects of 
happiness, that I threw myself into my pro- 
fession with unusual energy, and did not 
call in Brook Street till an imperious letter 
summoned me thither immediately. 

I found Mary walking about the drawing- 
room in great excitement, and this was some- 
thing unusual, as she had no worries, and 
ensured peace by caring for next to nobody. 
I thought at once of Honey, whom Mary 
really loved. 

"That brute comes out to-morrow," she 
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said, **and Honey is going to meet him. I 
want jrou to go with her," she added abruptly ; 
** my temper is not to be trusted if I saw him, 
or I'd go myself. She is mad with joy, poor, 
poor soul 1 " 

** Does he expect her ? " 

"No, it's to be a wonderful surprise for 
him, she says ; but supposing some of the 
other women have got wind of it, and are 
there too ? So much the better for Honey. 
Still, if she has to face humiliation, there must 
be a man to stand by her." 

I thought of the woman with the broken 
finger, who, no doubt, had her own means of 
communication with him, and who would 
certainly be there ; and I hate scenes, and 
knew I was in for one next day. 

" Can't you stop her going ? " I said. " If 
he is anything of a man, he will get some 
clothes, and come to her straight." 

" No, she must do it, she says. Histrionic 
decidedly, bad form certainly, heart is always 
vulgar. But who is to prevent her ? I can't, 
and she hasn't a man relative in the world." 

** Does she know you are asking me ? " I 
said. 
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" No ; but she likes and trusts you. She'll 
probably shrink into a nutshell at the last 
moment. I'll send round a carriage for you " 
— she named the hour — " then you can come 
here, and pick up Honey." 

But I protested strongly. 

" Why should I be in this ? " I said angrily. 

" Because you are my representative," said 
Mary sharply, "and you've got to help an 
old woman who is in trouble. Boy, you have 
lost your nerve. You will grow timid in 
time. And doesn't Amiel say that ' the man 
who insists on seeing with perfect clearness 
before he decides, never decides ? Accept life, 
and you must accept regret.' And, after all, 
he may not be so bad. Oh, we all talk and 
/u/i&, and half the time it's slander and 
scandal ; but, bless you, we don't mean it ! 
We should be the first to help the people we 
discuss if they were in trouble ; and when 
we meet 'em, we try to remember the last 
awful thing we've heard of 'em, and we can't. 
It's job enough to remember our own, much 
less other people's filings ! It's like getting 
up early in the morning, and falling over 
enraged housemaids' pails, and pluming our- 
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selves on our virtue. Yes, but how do we 
know that the snorters may not do something 
infinitely nobler than ourselves before night ? " 

"But you — or Honey — will expect me to 
bring him back in the carriage ; and if I 
don't take the box-seat, I shall be very much 
in the way," I said grimly. " Has it occurred 
to you that Holford may resent my presence 
there ? — for, after all, neither you nor I are her 
lawful guardians. But supposing he puts up 
with me, where are we to bring him ? " 

" Not here ! " exclaimed Mary. ** Nor yet 
to Honey's house in Green Street — it wouldn't 
be decent. Can't you drop him somewhere ? " 
she added vaguely, and for once her know- 
ledge of life was not equal to the situa- 
tion. "Of course, I'm not sending my 
own carriage ; I ordered one from an im- 
mense distance. I don't know why I take 
so much trouble ; but — well, you know, we 
always want what we haven't got, just as 
we are mostly paid out, not for what we doy 
but what we don't do. I have frequently 
observed that the thing we do from the most 
unselfish motives turns out badly for all 
concerned, and a really brutal thing, done slap 
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against our consciences, has the best possible 
results. Cheering, ain't it ? " 

"Then I'll be selfish, and not go to- 
morrow," I said. 

" Yes you will — for my sake. Sometimes I 
shut my eyes, and try to think that Honey is 
my child. It isn't the best — but it's the second 
best. Life is made up of second bests." 

I was silent. How the heart of the child- 
less, V elderly woman still ached — how the 
modern wife shirked maternity I I patted 
her shoulder, and her lips trembled. 

" You know, Ben," she said, " I didn't envy 

Madame (she mentioned a world-renowned 

beauty, lately dead, who had worn the yellow 
peplum of Lydia with a supreme grace) her 
troops of lovers, but I did envy her a lovely 
little daughter, born when she was fifty-six, 
when she had married a delightful young 
man who had prepared himself with prayer 
and fasting to be good enough for her. Ha, 
ha ! Wonderful woman ! She was deaf as a 
post all her life, and, of course, couldn't con- 
verse. Never say, after that, Cupid needs 
a tongue ! So it's settled that you take 
Honey ? " 
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I repressed an angry word. 

"I suppose so. My hospital patients are 
waiting for me now," and I went away wroth 
at the part forced upon me. 

And not half an hour later, my fear for the 
morrow was turned to disagreeable certainty, 
for the woman with the broken finger walked 
into the hospital. Her hair was more metallic 
than ever. As usual, she smiled that slow, 
complaisant smile, while her sleepy, heavily 
blacked eyes talked language known all the 
world over without need of words. 

" Lawrence Holford comes out to-morrow," 
she said, " and I'm going to meet him. Tell 
her to keep away." 

" Who are you talking about ? " I said 
sternly. 

" You know her name well enough. I read 
the papers — you and she were both at your 
sister-in-law's ball the other night — and a 
woman as rich as that, ain't overlooked any- 
where. No looks to speak of" (a shade of 
animation came into her coarse voice), " not 
that looks matter with Lawrence — but what 
pleases him." 

"Arc you going to take that great bully 
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with you who joined you when you left here 
the other day?" I said. 

She started. 

"Lawrence was always poor," she said. 
" He couldn't provide for me as he wished — 
but he did his best. And he never asked 
any questions. And I never ask him any 
either." 

" Get out I " I said roughly, for she brought 
a foul reek into the air that suffocated me. 
"And don't come here again." 

She went away, smiling that mysterious 
smile to the last, dreadful because it repre- 
sented the successful force of wickedness, and 
I knew that the oldest quarrel in the world, 
of two women, the one good, the other evil, 
over one man must be fought out by the 
persons most concerned ; and when the man 
was of Holford's type, I had never seen it 
end but in one way. He must choose be- 
tween them, I thought ; the middle way, the 
way of treachery unspeakable, had not then 
occurred to me, nor, as 1 now believe, to the 
drab just gone out. 

Meanwhile I came to a decision, and later 
in the day took an extreme step, and one 
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most repugnant to my instincts ; but I could 
think of nothing better in Honey's interests, 
and, after all, the morrow's events might prove 
it to have been quite unnecessary. 

A closed carriage, unobtrusive, neat, was at 
my door at the time appointed next morning, 
and on reaching Brook Street, I found Honey, 
in spotless white linen and a straw hat, await- 
ing me. 

Perhaps love lit her, perhaps hers was a 
morning beauty, but looking on her, Omar 
Khayyams' lines irresistibly occurred to 
me — 



''As thus the tulip from her morning sup 
Of heavenly vintage from the soil looks up- 
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was she presently to return hither, fulfilling 
Omar's last line of the verse — 

" To earth inverted, like an empty cup " ? 

She swept me out of the house like a whirl- 
wind, talking of Holford all the way, of his 
charm, his loyalty to her, his patience under 
punishment ; there was that lilt in her voice 
peculiar to young things who think they have 
suffered, but have certainly gathered no 
experience from their suflFerings, and she 
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noticed my silence not at all. The drive was 
a favourite one of mine, for the Heath beyond 
was a joy to me ; I never wearied of climb- 
ing up and up, into that incredibly purer air, 
out of the stifling fumes of the great city, or 
left it without regret. But Honey looked 
nowhere, said nothing ; it seemed to me but a 
matter of moments before we were at HoUo- 
way Gaol — and the woman was there. Only 
one. Probably the others did not know his 
time was up that morning. Almost before 
we were in sight of the prison, I saw her, and 
as we drew up at the entrance. Honey shrank 
instinctively when the other pressed close, and 
looked right in upon us. 

I pulled up the window sharply, and she 
withdrew a step, one eye seemingly on the 
prison door, and one on us. 

"Poor creature ! " murmured Honey. (I had 
almost said, " What a beast ! '*) " I suppose she 
is waiting for her man to come out, and she 
has put on those tawdry red roses in his 
honour. And I am waiting for my man," she 

added joyously; then she uttered a cry, and 
down clattered the window, for a man with his 
eyes cast down, had come out quickly, and 



"HONEY" 6 1 

for the first and last time in my life I 
pitied Lawrence Holford. " Lawrence ! " cried 
Honey, and at the same moment, the woman 
put her hand within his arm to lead him away, 
but he freed himself instantly, gave her a look 
and a muttered word, then sprang into the 
carriage, shouting out " Home ! " 

The horses sprang forward ; the whole thing 
passed in a moment ; there had been no scene, 
owing to the cool resource of the man; the 
situation had been saved, but not by me, and 
I felt that I could stand no more, but luckily 
for me, some obstacle for a moment slackened 
the horses' pace, I turned the carriage door- 
handle, slipped out, and escaped. 

Still, in the brief moments I had spent in 
Holford's company, while he and Honey sat, 
with clasped hands, looking in each other's 
faces, I had made two discoveries — that he 
was exceedingly handsome, and that he was 
not a gentleman. 

" No man of breeding will ever please her 
now," I said to myself, savagely, " and it's the 
same with us. Once we enjoy the company of 
low women, we're never fit for decent ones ; 
and, what is more, we don't want 'em." But 
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I was angry with Honey that she had not hit 
the blot in him, though it was one that many 
otherwise fastidious women do not in a lover ; 
all too quickly they learn the lesson that 
nothing is to be expected of such an one in 
his dealings with their sex. 



CHAPTER VI 

'* And generations pass, as they have passed, 
A troop of shadows moving with the sun ; 
Thousands of times has the old tale been told ; 
The world belongs to those who come the last." 

MARY appeared in Harley Street next 
morning at, for her, an unearthly hour, 
and reproached me bitterly with neglecting my 
duties as chaperon the day before. 

" But I know what to expect of a man set 
to do something he does not like," she con- 
cluded, " also of a bewitched fool like Honey, 
so I went to Green StreeJ,. and waited for 'em. 
Up came the carriage spanking, out jumped 
what looked like bride and groom. Judge of 
their feelings when they flew to the seclusion 
of the drawing-room to discover me ! " 

I was silent. Poor Honey ! so ardent, so 
true ; and I thought of where he had gone 
straight on leaving her a couple of hours 
later. 

63 
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"I brought her back with me to Brook 
Street," went on Mary. "It wasn't decent 
receiving him at her house without the ghost 
of a duenna. And you have got to come and 
dine with me to-night ; I want your opinion 
of him." 

" You find him irresistible ? " I said drily. 

" He is not a gentleman," said Mary ; " but 
every man is his own shop, to attract or repel 
business, or patients, or love, or whatever he 
goes in for. And Holford dresses his shop 
front well, tempts folks (especially women) to 
look inside, you know. I should call him 
a cheap man, who does not let himself go 
cheap. You know the type — good-looking, 
unscrupulous ; has a way with women. When 
he fiddles, I'm told, they cluster round him 
like flies." 

" Poor girl ! " 

" Yes, but she's wrong. It's a form of self- 
indulgence, doing what she likes, with a 
superb recklessness of consequences. Oh this 
profligate waste of youth ! Also, there's a 
little conceit in it, as she expects to find in 
others what seems good to her in herself." 

" Can't you let me oflF to-night ? " 1 said. 
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"No, But prepare yourself for a ghasdy 
evening, dear boy — though dinners, even 
without tiresome lovers, are dull nowadays. 
Now a Radziwill feast in 1 548 was something 
like life ; gunners and a party of five hundred 
gentlemen to escort the English ambassador to 
table, when trumpets sounded, and kettledrums 
roared ! The first service brought in (I quote 
from memory, dear boy), jesters and poets 
discoursed merrily ; loud instruments and soft 
played very, very musically ; a set of dwarfs, 
men and women, finely attired, came in with 
mournful pipes and songs of art — Davids' 
timbrels, and Aaron's sweet-sounding bells, as 
they termed them. His Highness drank for 
Her Majesty, *the angelical Queen of Eng- 
land,' her health, and the great princes and 
ladies every one, their glass of sweet wines 
pledged. Strange portraitures, lions, unicorns, 
spread-eagles, swans, and other, made of sugar 
paste, some wines and spices in their bellies 
to draw at, and sweets of all sorts cut out of 
their bellies to taste of; everyone with his 
silver fork. . . . Some pastimes with lions, 
bulls, and bears, strange to behold, I omit to 
recite." 
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When Mary paused, out of breath, I con- 
gratulated her on her memory. Yet I would 
cheerfully have faced those "strange bellies," 
rather than Lawrence Holford, that night. 
Nevertheless, eight o'clock found the four of 
us sitting at a round table, and it is part of 
the upsidedownness of things, that we stare 
at each other most persistently and critically, 
when we are engaged in the utterly inelegant 
operation of eating. 

Honey looked across at him proudly and 
eagerly, too eagerly, I fear, while he gave her 
back glance for glance, with none of the 
reserve of real love about him. 

The prison life had made no visible mark 
upon Holford, or the man's self-conceit lay 
so deep, that he did not consider any outside 
accident able to affect his personality, which 
undeniably was a most attractive one. 

Graceful, handsome, with far more of the 
angel than the beast in his appearance, there 
was a surface geniality about him, a sunny 
charm and sweetness that goes oftenest with 
a kind heart, and in this rough world kindness 
appeals to us more powerfully, perhaps, than 
anything else. 
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If I had not known what I knew, I should 
not have been hard on Holford, We men 
take a man as we find him — knowing the 
excursions and alarms, the invasions of the 
other sex — so that as a rule we are surprised 
to find him as straight as he is — not angry 
that he is no better. Therefore, for the sake 
of the brotherhood that makes all us men 
kin, (as women never seem to be sisters), and 
for Honey's sake, I would, in despite of 
Golightly, have given him the benefit of the 
doubt, but for what the woman had told me 
at the hospital, and for something that had 
occurred last night. 

Talk he could, and extremely well too, but 
he would not let anyone else talk, ignoring 
the woman's privilege to lead the conversa- 
tion, which is just one of those trifling 
matters by which you may know if a man is 
fit for a gentlewoman to live with — or the 
reverse. 

I thought of Joubert's dictum, "Manners 
are an art. They may be perfect, or praise- 
worthy, or faulty, but they are never of no 
importance. If virtue leads to conduct, con- 
duct leads to virtufi ; nffw tgnnnfr'? are an 
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essential part of conduct. Therefore let us 
train ourselves in fine, simple, fitting manners, 
if we would reach the heights of goodness.** 

Gradually Honey's gaiety was quenched, a 
stricken silence fell on us who listened ; in 
Mary*s eyes was a vindictiveness born of 
cheery Radziwill reminiscences ; Holford 
alone seemed to enjoy himself immensely. 

I saw at a glance how it would be. Honey, 
with brains and originality, would always have 
to listen to him. He would never stimulate 
her, allow her room to grow in ; and he 
would hate her for finding him out, and find 
his happiness in the company of women too un- 
educated to be able to argue, or differ with him. 

Then — and nothing can be more fatal to a 
happy fusion between man and woman — they 
were both of the same colour, dark-eyed, 
dark-haired — I even suspected some similar 
points of temperament ; but while he had 
grace, she had distinction — two entirely 
different matters. 

Over our wine, we did not become better 
acquainted, and I think that from the first he 
disliked and suspected me, feeling my attitude 
antagonistic towards him ; but when we went 
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upstairs, all was changed, and I understood 
better the reason of his hold over Honey 
and other women. 

He took bow in hand, cuddling his violin 
into his neck as though he loved it,^ and I 
closed my eyes, and gave myself up to the 
only enjoyment that has power to transport 
us humans out of ourselves, out of the 
world, to melt us, bone, and flesh, and 
muscle, into one supreme sense of illimitable 
joy, of detachment from all human hurt, 
and fear, and sorrow, the greatest, as perhaps 
it is the last of the pleasures left to us in this 
brutal, utilitarian age. 

For, unlike the other arts, music leads no- 
where, achieves no moral results, just makes 
us happy, makes us willing to experience 
under its influence every kind of emotion, no 
matter how alien to our natures and characters, 
appealing frankly to, and delighting the senses 
only, for it is an error to suppose that it in- 
spires lofty and devotional thoughts. 

That night he played none but the music of 
love, from Cavalleriay with its sequence of 
rapturous melodies, its irresistible summoning 
of our brute delight in melody, passing to 
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the Tristan love-music, then to Massenet's 
opera of Samson et Delilah^ so rarely heard 
in England, with its haunting, exquisite move- 
ment — when the sob of passion, scarce heard 
at first, rises, and swells and soars to its 
triumphant climax, showing us as by visual 
sight the betrayer and the betrayed on that 
tremendous height, repeated again, but in 
mockery, when Delilah taunts the bound 
and helpless man. 

I moved restlessly, and turned to see Honey 
with eyes shining like stars ; then to Mary, 
sitting tense and erect, clutching her chair 
with both hands, all the fire of a dead youth 
burning in her gaze, so much had a passionate 
love-number, played by a villain, done for 
the three of us. 

Suddenly Holford threw down his violin, 
and sprang to Honey, and she to him, dis- 
appearing as with one impulse into the other 
room, and out of sight. I realised how 
tremendous was the hold he had on her, both 
as man and musician, then. 

Mary, who had now recovered herself, 
looked at me, and shook her head. 

" You won't stop her," she said. " I'm not 
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sure — if I could shut my eyes tight to his not 
being a gentleman — that if I were Honey*s 
age, I might not be as obstinate as she is. 
But I should insist on his never addressing 
me, save through his violin. After all," she 
added briskly, "I doubt if even the Radzi- 
wills got better music than that." 

But when, half an hour later, Holford and 
I left the house, and he made as though he 
would take the first passing hansom, I touched 
his shoulder, and said — 

" Not yet. The woman must wait. I have 
a word to say to you. j, j^ 
jtfhf'^ Ilyda was gone. Jc|.yir snarled at me out 
^ of the man's face, as at the corner of Berkeley 

Square I named an address to which he had 
driven straight on leaving Honey the preced- 
ing day. 

"And what if I did," he said savagely, 
" where do you come in ? " 

"Nowhere. But Miss Bury does," I said 
quietly. 

He had himself well in hand now, re- 
assumed that prepossessing air (hateful adjec- 
tive, implying falseness) with which he took 
in so many people. 
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"You are on the wrong scent," he said 
glibly. " My visit yesterday was on Ham- 
mersley's account. I felt I owed it to him 
that she ishould not want. You see, I killed 
the man — and she was his property, not 
mine." 

He lied bravely ; he was of the sort to lie 
to save his skin or his purse. The words 
poured over each other as the utterances of 
truth never do. 

"She was quite decent at one time, I 
believe," he said ; " was a shopwoman, or 
something of that sort ; but she drank, and 
got sacked everywhere. And Hammersley, 
who was down on his luck — poverty makes 
us acquainted with strange bed-fellows, you 
know " 

" Talk decently," I said, " if you can. You 
mean to tell me that Hammersley put up with 
that ofFal ? " 

" You have seen her ? " he said quickly. 
"So you have been playing the spy upon 
me. 

" She came to my hospital with a broken 
finger," I said. "Her bully was waiting for 
her outside" — I looked him full in the face. 
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but he gave no sign — ^**and she told me to 
prevent Miss Bury meeting you when you 
came out of prison, as she meant to meet 
you herself." 

"Miss Bury would naturally not under- 
stand the delicate position in which I was 
placed," began Holford, but I called out — 

" Indelicate, man, indelicate ! Call things 
by their right name if you can, and stop lying. 
That drab told me you killed Hammersley 
on her account — accidentally perhaps — but for 
her." 

He muttered an evil word under his breath 
that boded ill to her when they met, then 
started off lying again, and doing it so well, 
that secretly I applauded him, for he had made 
of the sorry business a fine art. He intoxi- 
cated himself with his own persuasiveness, 
might even have persuaded some listeners less 
resolute than myself; there was a fluidity of 
apparent good, and certain evil in the man, 
each running into the other, most baffling and 
confusing, so that he produced on my mind an 
impression as of an octopus or a jelly-fish, im- 
possible to pin in any vital part. 

" Now I ask you as a man of the world," he 
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concluded, " should I be likely to so imperil 
myself with Miss Bury ? " 

I laughed aloud. 

"You are no man of the world," I said. 
"Only weak fools act as you have done — a 
stout knave does not do half such harm in the 
world as men like you. Now, mark me. 
There shall be no double life for Miss Bury's 
husband — no slinking off from a beautiful 
home, with a wife whom most men would 
envy you, to " I paused abruptly. 

" You know the story of the lovely princess, 
who nightly left her husband's side to seek the 
swineherd, who returned her love with 
blows — well. Miss Bury shall not share the 
prince's fate. Man, I think I know you, 
and you would be gay, kind even to her, so 
long as she did not find you out, and left you 
free to follow your every inclination, unless — 
and it is one of the few privileges of the out- 
side woman — your mistress was for ever setting 
you against your wife. But once Miss Bury 
knew it — and sooner or later sin, like murder, 
will out — her life would be ruined," 
I " If you don't believe me," he snarled, all 
H^ ^J clg yll n ow, the surface sweetness gone that 
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hid his callous heart, " have me watched, 
follow me yourself if you like, or, better still, 
rU tell Miss Bury myself, and make you 
prove your accusations." 

Now this was a bold move, and my silence 
must have told him he had scored in what 
had looked for him like a losing hazard, for 
if Honey believed him, and the other woman 
backed him up, where was I ? 

In trying to save Honey, I should only have 
lost her friendship, and Holford would deceive 
her with even greater impunity than before, 
but a moment's reflection told me he dared 
not risk it, that he was playing a game of 
bluflf. Well, I could play it too. 

"Miss Bury is a young lady of great 
character," I said, " who has definite points of 
view of her own ; also, she has some respect 
for my opinion, and you would lose her. I 
should make it my business to place the whole 
of your past life before her, demonstrate fully 
that your imprisonment was attributable to 
this woman, and the direct, if accidental, 
result of your vicious habits. You're young 
yet. Do you know how this life of vice grips 
you — ^getting a closer hold on you with every 
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year, till you come to loathe, to curse, the 
prison in which you live ? But God himself 
can't get you out of it." 

He jeered, and quoted the ordinary habits 
of men, tried to pour out a cheap flood of 
second-hand science on the subject ; and I 
knew that it was true, that there were hun- 
dreds and thousands of men living his life 
to-day, just as there are countless women being 
pushed downwards by their influence. 

" Listen," I said, thinking less of the man 
than Honey's great love for him, and how she 
would be as bindwood in the dust, if what 
she clung to were broken. " Give ine your 
written oath not to hold any communication 
whatever with that woman again, or give her 
money, or visit her again, and for the present, 
at least, Miss Bury shall be told nothing about 
her." 

He promised eagerly, and before we parted 
that night, the paper was in my possession. 
Yet I had only a deep misgiving, and a feeling 
that I had somehow bungled the matter, and 
traflicked to a dead loss with a scoundrel for 
the price of Honey's happiness. 



CHAPTER VII 

" There's none may lean on a rotten staff 
But him that risks to get a fa\" 

THE world was treating Holford well, and 
when it found that he was marrying a 
great heiress, it took them both to its greedy 
bosom, and raved about the romance of the 
thing, how he had killed another man for 
Honey's sake, yet never given her name away 
at the trial. As to his mistakes, " that no my 
Pidgin," says Society about a rich or influen- 
tial person's faults, and passes on, though 
anything vital to itself — the loss of its lover, 
or cook, or money, reduces it to a mere jelly 
of quaking nerves and apprehension. And 
if men fought shy of him, and he was never 
seen at the best clubs (indeed, he seemed to 
have no male friends, nor to want them), 
women flocked round him whenever he ap- 
peared, and he seemed entirely happy. Per- 
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haps the mere sense of freedom would account 
for this, and the enjoyment of those material 
pleasures from which he had been for a time 
cut off. In any case, the easy good nature of 
the man, his tolerance and charm, his almost 
shadowy grace and elegance, were so many 
letters of recommendation ; and had I not 
known him for what he was, I might have 
succumbed to the charm of his outwardly 
sunny and genial character, made allowance 
for the fatal artistic temperament that did not 
recognise the boundaries, the limitations, that 
held ordinary men. 

If he had relatives, they were evidently no 
more anxious to claim him, than he to claim 
them, for he was never known to mention 
any ; but he knew a vast number of people, 
and of all conditions, chiefly actors and 
actresses, artists, journalists, and musicians ; 
indeed, the Bohemian element was very 
strongly marked in his acquaintance, and 
knowing Honey*s somewhat lawless, gipsy 
tastes, I was surprised to see how she shrank 
into herself, and was almost silent when 
thrown among them. Something impalpable 
but real came between her and these widely 
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tolerant friends of Holford's. Their ways 
were not hers, nor their thoughts ; and, on 
the other hand, her brown, delicate type of 
beauty did not stand out vividly enough to 
satisfy Holford in contrast with the redundant, 
fair type of "coloured" woman whom he 
admired, and to whose pronounced attentions 
he had become accustomed. 

There was at times an Elizabethan sim- 
plicity and vigour of language about Mary, 
or rather she called things by their right 
names, did not pretty-pretty the ugly, mince 
the base ; and for Holford's female friends 
she coined the epithets of " fly-blown women," 
and " musk-cats." 

Holford knew and resented this, could not 
fail to see that when Honey went among 
Mary's friends — well-born, well-bred persons 
like herself — the best men watched and appre- 
ciated her, would have approached her but for 
his presence ; and Honey, who was very quick 
of apprehension, and vibrant to the smallest 
slight to him, saw it all, but set it down to 
his misfortune in killing Hammersley. So 
she clenched her little teeth and resolved to 
make the world accept him, the outcome of 
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this being the determination to entertain 
largely, and there happening to come into the 
market just then a house in Piccadilly, look- 
ing on the Green Park (she must have trees 
near her, or die), she fell eagerly into Hol- 
ford's wish that she should lease it for a term 
of years, with the option of purchase if she 
so decided. His refusal to settle in the 
country, while his work and all his interests 
in life lay in town, showed to her as independ- 
ence, and a determination not to live on her, 
but she opposed his giving one of the big 
concerts with which his name had formerly 
been identified ; it seemed to her an adver- 
tisement, or making money out of his mis- 
fortune ; and to my surprise, he did not insist, 
it seemed his aim to agree with her in every- 
thing — for the present. 

And in that magic month of June, when 
the country steals laughing and laden with 
blossom into the great city, and you may 
steep your senses in the joy of the down- 
dropping gold of the laburnum, the scented 
snow of the lilac, when the hawthorn trees 
ring every note of colour from palest pink to 
deepest scarlet flame, then, with the full tide 
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of human life throbbing and pulsing around 
you, the man you love by your side, is not 
town a city of enchantment, a place in which 
to take your pleasure, the blood running 
swiftly in your veins? Mary's horses took 
Honey where she willed, often out of town 
to cool and lovely places to which Holford 
objected, and this vexed the girl, though she 
consoled herself by thinking that perhaps he 
found it as hard to understand and love 
Nature, as she would to play his violin. 

From the first I saw that they had not a 
single taste in common, but the glamour of 
this first season in town, of love, of the ease 
and beauty of a life in which no want went 
ungratified, entirely precluded serious thought, 
and if spots on her sun there were, they did 
not hinder the sun shining brilliantly. She 
enjoyed everything — from her early gallops 
in the morning, to the opera or a play at 
night, and for a while, at least, the town had 
taken Honey, who, ardent, curious, intellectual, 
marked time with every moment of her day, 
as if she felt the time were short for happi- 
ness, and she must use up every scrap of it. 

In that fever of youth, of love — and how 
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sweet a fever — what intoxication, what glor- 
ious rhythm when life sets like some swift- 
flowing river to its inevitable goal ! — Honey 
was blind to what everyone else saw plainly 
enough — that Holford did not love her. 

He had none of the little heaven-born 
courtesies of the man who loves — the oflFered 
flower, the surprise, to show her he had 
thought of her while absent, the eager watch- 
ing, and welcome when she came ; his face 
never told you that the room was dark in 
Honey*s absence, golden in her presence ; the 
language of flattery and compliment indeed he 
used, but it never rang true ; and when she 
talked to him of Burghfield, of her beloved 
woods and garden, he did not even try to 
understand her. 

I knew the type of man so well. He would 
never teach the woman he married love, for 
fear of her passing it on to another man — he 
would keep all that for outside — Honey would 
always get his second best. He was abso- 
lutely incapable of love in its true essence, 
love demands unselfishness, loyalty, strenu- 
ousness ; ^^nd Holford had not one of these 
qualities. 'No one has learned the meaning of 
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love who has not learned the meaning of sacri- 
fice, and all women to him were merely ministers 
to his pleasures — he could never regard them 
in any other light ; Holford and music — 
music and Holford's pleasures, these consti- 
tuted his world. 

Meanwhile, on the principle that " what the 
eye don*t view, tlie heart don't rue," Mary's 
attitude was studiously detached towards Hol- 
ford. She doted on his music, admired him 
as a man, forbore to speak of his moral char- 
acter ; but one day a fit of the spleen over- 
took her, the immediate cause being the state 
of her hall-table, and to heaven (or elsewhere) 
she blew with him all his pretensions to virtue, 
and this was unfair, as I had never heard 
him make any. 

"Did you see my hall-table as you came 
in ? Do you hear that front bell ? " she 
said to me one day, irritably. " My house is 
a dumping - ground for all the second-rate 
women who ever made love to Holford, or 
he to them, and by November (for, of course, 
he neither shoots nor hunts) that Piccadilly 
place will be just a happy hunting-ground for 
'em all — with Honey paying the piper I " 
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"They mean to go in for society?" I said. 

" Society ? " said Mary, and raised a whim- 
sical eyebrow. "Those born out of it, try 
once, but seldom twice, to get into it. A 
millionaire's wife may lure the world to cross 
her doorstep to hear Melba beyond, but in 
return rarely gets beyond her invite's door- 
step. So in revenge she annexes another 
country house or two, buys a few dozen 
exquisite frocks, with nowhere to wear 'em I 
If Honey tries to entertain, the best men 
won't come — the women's best men will — 
which is not the same thing. The sort 
to do her good will damn her for Holford. 
After all, if you must look on at the 
show, it's pleasanter to sit in the stalls than 
the gallery ! Then she is very hospitable, 
and hospitality's dead — call it ostentation, and 
have done with it ; you don't always find it 
in the country even, for if people can't *do 
you ' as sumptuously as alien millionaires, 
they don't entertain at all. On the other 
hand, we can't afford to accept invitations, 
the tips are so ruinous, the saucy varlets 
stare at gold, and barely thank you for 
paper." 
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"I'm not sure," I said, "that Honey has 
not a better chance of happiness in town for 
a year or so. She is so extraordinarily vivid 
— when she has taken in everything worth 
having, she will be glad to return to the 
real self she has left at Burghfield. She 
never brought it to town ; at Burghfield she 
will find it again." 

Mary nodded. 

"Till Holford came out, the girl had not 
a chance of enjoying herself in town. To 
be without a man to take you about, is like 
trying to wash your hands without soap — 
alike futile and irritating. They say virtue 
is its own reward. Don't you believe it I 
It's damned dull. You carCt enjoy yourself 
without a man. It's the women who freeze 
on to the right men, who have a good time, 
and the men worth having, always freeze on 
to the wrong women. Here is Holford 
playing the fool (more or less) with every 
pretty woman he meets, but he is careful to 
say to the child, * It's all to your face, Honey, 
never behind your back,' and she swallows 
something down, and actually believes him. 
She must always be torn two ways — love one 
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way, shame another — and the man's love goes, 
her shame in him remains." 

I felt disturbed. To be sure I saw him 
but seldom, and there had been no mention 
of other women in our contract. 

" Fm sure he's vicious," said Mary. " He 
has large hips. Nature intended men like 
that for cocotes — only they missed their 
vocation. There's a suspicious cleanliness 
about his finger-nails, too, that show they 
long to relapse into dirt at the first oppor- 
tunity ; and he drinks." 

" I never saw Holford drunk," I protested. 

" My dear Ben, you hear of a person that 
^he can take his glass,' which means that he 
has a red nose — but never falls on it. Perhaps a 
coarse woman might lick Holford into shape — 
but Honey ! And she makes herself too cheap. 
She is on the wrong tack with him altogether. 
Now unpunctuality is one of women's strongest 
cards — it is always the woman who is a little 
late, who makes the men a little * previous.' 
Honey is always ready — waiting for him even 
— and a woman waiting to be fetched, doesn't 
appeal to Holford, but a girl carried off by 
a brisk coup d'etat from another man is highly 
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delectable. You great, shaggy monster," she 
broke off irrelevantly, "why don't you let 
Holford choose your clothes ? He is one 
of the best turned-out men in town." 

She grimaced as she said it, like one who 
smells something nasty. 

"And then she's clever," went on Mary. 
"And brains are a mistake. They are a store 
you keep for other people to help themselves 
from ; and they get the solids, and you all 
the wear and tear, and broken health. Thank 
your stars, Ben, you haven't any ; they aren't 
worth it." 

" Thank you, Mary." 

"As well you may, though a true, other- 
wise a brutally candid friend, is about as 
comforting as a bald-headed electric light to sit 
under, when you want to look your very 
test." 

" See what it is to be a man," I said. " I 
fear neither one nor the other." But Mary 
was off on her own train of thought. 

"The type of woman who lives in men's 
eyes and hearts is that which says nothing — 
merely gives a glance, a kick of the frills, a 
caress," went on Mary, for our easy-chairs. 
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the restful green room, were conducive to 
prolixity. 

" It doesn't to me," I said shortly. 

Mary stared. 

"I thought it did," she said unkindly. 
" Well, the heart knoweth its own bitterness, 
and every woman her own wig." 

" But you don't wear one," I said. 

" But I may. Has it ever struck you that 
half of us women's lives are spent in trying to 
appear other than (physically) we really are ? 
Now how dignified, how convenable are a 
man's grey hairs — or ostrich -egg head — how 
much better they look as they grow older! 
See a photographic gallery of men, then of 
made-up women, and judge I " 

" I would blush," I said, " but that I never 
had my photograph taken in my life, and don't 
mean to." 

"There isn't a camera big enough," said 
Mary; "but what I said just now is true. 
The great majority of men of remarkable 
intellect have been also men of distinguished 
physical attractions ; look at the faces of the 
poets, Shakespeare, Spenser, Sidney — the last, 
not merely a poet, but soldier and statesman, 
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was " the hero of Europe at four-and-twenty " 
— or at the two dramatic collaborators, Beau- 
mont and Fletcher ; but one might go on for 
ever with the list." 

I cast my mind back, Mary spoke truth. I 
saw passing before me, as the names of great 
men rose in my mind, a long line of noble 
and beautiful faces — Dante's, sad and stern ; 
Goethe's and Schiller's, almost godlike in their 
radiant tranquillity of expression ; the wistful 
smiles of Keats and Shelley ; the proud eyes of 
Byron, more than half-conscious of their own 
charm ; the calm and stately features of 
Addison ; the stolid, strong face of Scott, lit 
with a winking light of humour ; the bright, 
frank, friendly challenge which illumined the 
eyes of Dickens, as we see him in the earlier 
portraits of Maclise ; the superb and flawless 
beauty of Peter Paul Rubens, and of others. 

"And we could admire them with all our 
hearts," said Mary, " because their faults, how- 
ever big, never showed ! You could no more 
see 'em than the spots on the sun in a blazing 
midday! The mistakes made by the few 
really great women who have lived and died 
almost completely obliterate their genius. A 
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woman with vagrant impulses of mind and 
body almost invariably goes to bits — possibly 
because she has less brain — fewer great qualities 
to obscure her faults than a man has." 

"So the wedding is to be in October," I 
said, getting up. 

^^ Don't go, Ben," she said, so imploringly 
that I sat down again. 

" Honey behaved beautifully over the post- 
ponement ; she was as willing as he to have it 
herCy this month. Oh I " burst out Marj^ "take 
two shillings that rub together, thin and 
poverty-struck in your hand, so that you feel 
uneasily that you have got short measure — 
that's an unhappy marriage. Feel a handsome, 
•comfortable half-crown in your palm — that's a 
real marriage, the odd sixpence of happiness 
makes all the difference ! And Holford can't 
furnish that odd sixpennyworth. She can't 
see it — she just walks about with a bandage 
tied tight over her eyes " 

" But when it is removed," I said, " it will 
be removed for ever." 

" And she will either die," said Mary, " or 
there will be a new Honey — with all the 
bloom rubbed off her — perhaps a wicked 
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Honey, to smite others even as she herself 
has been smitten. It's a sin that a Lawrence 
Holford should have the power to destroy 
the girl, body and soul ! " she added, with 
intense bitterness. 

"He won't," I said. 

" But IVe seen it," said Mary, " often. As 
the husband is so is the wife^ and the corrupt- 
ing influence to be brought on a girl, malle- 
able, ductile, to the will of a bad man, is not 
to be calculated . . . and to think," she went 
on impatiently, " of how a clean, manly fellow 
might have improved her ! A man can help 
a woman up, or give her a shove down, so 
much more than a woman can help a man, or 
demoralise him. She is a poor crock at best, 
probably the original of the china pipkin that 
tried to sail down the river with that iron pot 
— -Man ; and of course she got broken." 

" And clearly you never went sailing, Mary," 
I said. 

" But poor Honey is sailing now," she said 
sadly, " and Holford bears her a grudge, and 
will sink her later." 

" What has she done ? " 

" What hasrCt she ? Planked down youth. 
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looks, money, and heart and loyalty all in one 
lumping heap at his feet, and the very pro- 
fusion of her sacrifice stodges him ; it be- 
comes cheapy not giving him as much pleasure 
as he would feel in giving a penny bunch of 
violets to another woman." 

" Or a bottle of gin," I muttered under my 
breath, and looked searchingly at Mary, but 
she seemed quite innocent of any innuendo. 

" I hope it's not so bad as that," I said. 
" I know it requires a noble nature to support 
great favours." 

" Gratitude," said Mary calmly, " is civilisa- 
tion's own bastard, for Nature won't have her ; 
and what Nature doesn't own, or know any- 
thing about is not worth knowing. She gives 
and takes freely ; she smiles and forgets, or 
how could she do her work properly ? To 
be grateful, presupposes one's, dependence on 
another, and Nature revolts at such tyranny. 
It is with those who never have done, and 
never will do, anything for us, that we are 
at our very best, our very happiest, and most 
at ease." 

I thought of the woman with the broken 
finger, for whom somehow he had always 
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managed to find alms. He was of the type 
that loves constituting itself a woman's earthly 
providence, to feed and kick her at will. 

" The sorry fellow ! '' burst out Mary 
suddenly. ** A disagreeable incident happened 
yesterday, but there will be plenty more of 
them. I was reading here — overlooked in 
a deep chair — when he and Honey came in 
together. He was flushed, and at his worst. 
He has grown careless lately, you know. Sud- 
denly he put his hand in his pocket, and pulled 
out a handful of letters, and put them into 

her hand. * From that silly Mrs. ,' and 

he mentioned a name. Honey looked at him ; 
I could almost feel the prickles of horror that 
were running up her spine. Then she said— 

"* Would you give my letters to another 
woman to read ? Let me tell you that if you 
had written love-letters to someone else 
before you knew me, and she sent them to 
me, I would burn them unread. And if — 
she paused a moment — * you have answered 
these or any others, I hope you will tell me 
now, for if you died, and I found it out, I 
should hate, I should despise, your memory * ; 
and she turned away. 



V 



94 " HONEY " 

"He followed her out to the balcony, and 
I effaced myself; but if that will not open 
her eyes, will anything ever ? He is used to 
coarser women, whom such letters might make 
jealous. But Honey! I know he is the sort 
of man who likes a woman that he can talk 
vulgarity to. He calls it nature — it sounds 
prettier." 

"Give him rope enough, and he will hang 
himself yet," I said. 

She walked absently to the awned-in balcony, 
and looked out. 

" Here come the lovers," she said. " Hol- 
ford has his most devoted air — Honey's hat 
suits her. A woman is a fool who tries a 
new one on in a becoming light — let her 
put it boldly on, and go out into the street, 
and the first man's eyes she meets will tell her 
if it is all right I By the way, I have a little 
cat story for you." 

Now I always enjoyed Mary's observations 
of animals ; she had especially a half-ironic, 
wholly-detached way of looking at cats — 
observed them closely, and declared that while 
dogs were so transparently honest and truthful 
as to be read at a glance, cats were so full of 
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whimsies and subtleties that you found some- 
thing new in their characters every day, and 
in the end were harder to unriddle than the 
sphinx, 

"Well " she stopped as the lovers 

came in, and I got up to greet Honey. I 
had long ago dropped the clumsy hand- 
shaking with Holford that we should reserve 
only for our friends, and Honey and I met 
coldly. I don't think that we had been really 
at home with each other since that night she 
had pleaded with me for Holford, and in 
vain, on the river. 

" I was just telling Mr. Cassilis " (I was Ben 
to everybody but him) " about Mahomet," said 
Mary. " You know what a sleek, magnificent 
creature he is, and his amazing dignity. Well, 
this morning, as he was sunning himself on 
the window-ledge of the conservatory, a poor, 
wretched, white-and-tan she-cat stole timidly 
towards him, her eyes fixed on him like a 
slave's upon her sultan. As she came within 
his line of vision, he slowly averted his head 
as at some disagreeable sight — it was precisely 
the attitude of a person up in the world, 
turning his back on some chance gutter 
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acquaintance. He knew perfectly well I was 
there, and when the poor she-thing encroached 
still nearer, he gave her such a look as sent 
her slinking away out of sight ; then his eyes 
met mine, saying as plain as cat's eyes could — 

" I'm really very sorry, ma'am ; her mistake, 
not mine, I never encouraged her^H can't 
abide low company ! " ^ . 

^^SnobV^ said Honey, with energy, while 
Holford looked quickly at Mary, as if he 
suspected a personal significance in the story; 
and was telepathy at work — telepathy, that 
great natural force which we shall some day 
develop and use as we now use wireless 
telegraphy — for Honey exclaimed — 

"It makes me think of that poor creature who 
put her hand on your arm that morning, but you 
shook her off, Lawrence ! " she added, with a 
reproachful gentleness she never showed to me. 

"Begging, probably," he said carelessly. 
"She mistook me for some other poor devil 
coming out at the same time." But I knew 
that the man's mind was working on the 
danger of a coalition between Mary and my- 
self, that he mistrusted the cat story, and 
believed it to have been prompted by me. 
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Suddenly he looked up at Honey, and gave 
her a sunny nod and smile. When I knew 
him better, I understood that he had been 
making a mental calculation, and decided that 
I, being the fool that I was, with some notion 
of honour, had not told Mary anything, so 
he had only two fools to deal with. Honey 
and myself, unassisted by the wits of an astute 
woman of the world. 

As it was, he gloried in the ease with which 
he deceived us ; it was mere child's play, as 
he said later. Past-master in the art of de- 
ceiving everyone with whom he came in 
contact, his candid air hid a deeply secretive 
nature, a relentless determination to pursue 
at all costs his own pleasure unchecked. 
From the depths of the blackguardism of his 
heart he mocked at honest men, having a 
greater contempt for them than they for him, 
since all their moves were aboveboard, his out 
of sight. What is it like — this secret exulta- 
tion, this pride at having "bested" all those 
who make for honour and clean living ? Only 
the crooked in mind have it ; yet they gloat 
over, and would not exchange it for a king- 
dom. 

H 
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CHAPTER VIII 

Le pass^ n'est pour vous qu'une triste souvenir, 
Le pr&ent est afTreuz, s'il n'est point d'avenir. 
Si la nuit du tombeau ddtruit P^tre qui pense." 



POSSIBLY the reason for Holford's choice 
of rooms was, that the only rule of the 
Albany is that of the monks of the Abbey of 
Thelema. 

Most people know the old traditions of the 
place and its celebrated residents : Canning, 
Macaulay (who wrote his history there), 
Thackeray (who there indited Vanity Fair)y 
and among others, Bulwer and Broughton, 
Lady Lytton was so touched at the picture 
her husband drew (when he was supposed to 
be interviewing publishers) of the dreary time 
he was having in his old bachelor quarters, 
nursing solitude, that she posted to town 
and discovered him nursing "solitude" (the 

baggage) on his f^ee ! 
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The Albany is indeed the veritable home of 
freedom, and there is no such liberty to be 
found on the face of God's earth ; you may 
live there for years and years, without your 
neighbour on the next floor evincing the 
slightest curiosity as to your doings, however 
extraordinary — indeed, criticism or scandal are 
unknown. I remember staying a few days 
with a man in the Albany (he is married now, 
God rest his soul 1) who had a lady visitor late 
one night, and presently there were indications 
of serious discord, and I was tumbled out of 
bed, and called in to arbitrate. Nothing ap- 
parently would alter the dear child's deliberate 
intention of smashing all the ornaments, and 
personally interested in them as my friend 
was, he exerted all his persuasive powers in 
favour of an honourable peace. After con- 
siderable discussion, and no slight amount of 
refreshment, a treaty was concluded, subject 
to the one condition that our visitor should 
smash something. I watched with considerable 
anxiety the selection of the doomed chattel, 
and ultimately had to consent to the sacrifice 
of one of Bob's best bits of blue. However, 
all ended well. The appeased maiden, accom- 
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panied by us both, adjourned solemnly to the 
courtyard, and there, on the cobble-stones, the 
blue was duly smashed to smithereens, and we 
all parted friends. Now the night porters 
witnessed the whole incident from their lodge, 
but, believe me, they never moved a muscle, 
or turned a hair ; they simply regarded the 
whole matter as if it were the most natural 
occurrence in the world. 

Brook Street accounted for pretty well every 
hour of Holford's day — his nights appeared 
equally innocent ; but there was at times a 
quiet malice in his eye, a silent luxury of 
triumph that plainly said no detectives should 
catch him tripping ; indeed, he knew their 
faces as well as they knew his ; he even 
jeered at them without words, so that they 
grew to hate him heartily, weary of the lack 
of kudos in the job, and at last got as tired 
of making their reports to me, as I of hearing 
them. 

Yet I knew there was nothing else to be 
done. Perhaps if he got over the first few 
weeks without visiting the woman, he might 
break the chain of habit, and give himself a 
chance, but on the morning after Mary's long 
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conversation with me, for the first time one 
of the detectives brought me news, brought 
it more eagerly perhaps than if he had found 
a fortune. 

" Sometimes by ten-thirty — seldom later 
than one," said Dawson, " Mr. Holford re- 
turns to his rooms, and appears not to leave 
them again till between ten and eleven next 
morning, when he goes straight to Brook 
Street. I say ^ appears,' because I have reason 
to believe that for three or four nights every 
week, he has left the Albany disguised, and 
another man has personated him at his 
chambers." 

I uttered an exclamation, and waited for 
more. 

"A tall, seedy, shabby man, carrying a 
violin case — evidently a musician, is in the 
habit of visiting Mr. Holford at his chambers 
— always after dark — or quite early in the 
morning. He usually arrives about a quarter- 
past ten o'clock, waits for Mr. Holford, and 
leaves again about half an hour after the 
gentleman's arrival. At first they both played 
the violin — and very fine music it was — then 
one only — but whenever the musician has 



I02 "HONEY" 

been there overnight, he comes early next 
morning — not unless." 

" What is he like ? " 

"Apparently Mr. Holford's double — a 
broken-down, shabby double — tall, very dark 
where he isn't dirty, walks with his head 
down, and gets past you like a flash of 
greased lightning/* 

« Well ? " 

"It is Mr. Holford who goes out dis- 
guised as his disreputable double — it is the 
musician who stays all night in the Albany as 
Mr. Holford." 

I started up, my pulses racing. At last, at 
last, it looked as if my apparently hopeless 
scheme might save Honey. " Go on," I said. 

"The disguise is the most perfect thing I 
ever saw. His own hair, some dirt rubbed 
in, a few rags, a slouch, and the prosperous 
gentleman is the outcast. There are several 
points of difference between them — in short, 
it's a faked resemblance, not one of feature, 
but the make-up is simply marvellous, and 
deceived both Jones and myself. Sometimes 
the man went out at one end of the Albany, 
sometimes at the other." 
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" But surely in broad daylight, when Hol- 
ford came back as the musician, you could 
tell the difference ? " I exclaimed. 

*^Yes — once we were looking for it — not 
before." 

" You followed him, of course ? ** 

"Or I should not be here this morning. 
I traced him to a house off the Euston Road, 
to the company of a woman of low character, 
where he was laughed at as " the old fiddler " 
by the landlady's slut of a servant, yet that 
fiddler sets the tune, and what is not usual in 
a fiddler, pays the reckoning." 

" Out of Honey's money," I thought, with 
sick disgust. 

" He did not suspect that he was followed," 
said the detective. " He has hoodwinked us 
for a whole month, and despised us thoroughly. 
I can never forgive myself that I did not 
from the first detect the fraud." 

"You have followed him more than once?" 

" In all, on six occasions. I was going to 
suggest that you should accompany me next 
time." 

"For what reason? He would recognise 



me. 
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^^One disguise is as good as another. I 
thought — ** the detective paused — "that you 
might be going to take action in the matter. 
He did not go last night, so he will go to- 
morrow. He returns home early from Brook 
Street, on the evenings he visits the — ^lady." 

There was something in the tone that 
brought the bestial woman up before my eyes, 
it was for this he had left Honey early on 
certain evenings to get his beauty-sleep, as he 
said, and hastened so early away. 

"Yes, I will come," I said, and then we 
arranged the preliminaries, and I was left alone 
with my triumph — if a triumph it were, that 
meant the broken heart of a passionately 
loving, trusting woman. 

For, after all, she was to be saved ; she was 
not to walk the burning ploughshares that 
every woman must, who throws in her lot 
with a man who lives a double life, and under 
such circumstances of treachery and wicked- 
ness, as removed Holford altogether from 
the category of weak men who sin on the 
moment's impulse, not from deliberate pur- 
pose, and who bitterly repent it, even if it 
do not hinder them from sinning again. 
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Appeal to him was worse than useless, but 
cunning and clever as he was, I realised then 
that the overpowering attraction of vice was 
stronger in him even than cunning, so that 
even at the risk of missing the one great 
chance of his life, he must fall before it. 

I dined with Mary the following night, and 
had never seen Holford in higher spirits. 
Extraordinarily sweet to Honey, with me he 
displayed an ease of manner, a sureness of 
touch in conversation that he had never 
shown before. It was as if for the first time 
since our conversation that night in Berkeley 
Square we met as men and equals, with on 
my side no superiority of character or posi- 
tion to back me ; and Honey, so resolute to 
shut her eyes to much in him that went 
against the grain, was quick to note the 
greater manliness of his attitude towards 
me. 

As usual, she showed what she felt, and was 
happy, and being happy was beautiful, with 
a beauty that left Holford cold, for no inner 
manifestation of a woman*s soul jor mind in 
the least attracted him. Individuality in a 
woman he hated, and that power of centralis- 
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ing which makes her the pivot of every 
company she may find herself in ; he must 
have something upon which he could stamp 
himself all over, as a brutal navvy marks his 
wife's body with his hob-nailed boots, to be 
quite at ease with her. 

But as a means to an end, Honey did very 
well. It is significant of these straw-men that 
they always fly at the highest game, annex the 
smartest, brightest, and richest women ; they 
never dream of marrying the creatures whose 
society satisfies them. And Holford valued 
Honey solely as a fancy article that conferred 
dignity on its possessor, most valued when 
most publicly displayed. 

Mary looked from one to the other of us, 
puzzled by some subtle change in the atmo- 
sphere ; but other people were dining there 
that night, and as usual, when he was one 
of many, Holford shone at his gayest and 
brightest. And when the women had gone, 
he moved up close to me, at the foot of the 
table, and began at once about some altera- 
tions in the Piccadilly house that Honey 
thought necessary, but he did not. And 
since he stood in the position of prince 



•^ HONEY " 107 

consort only to a reigning sovereign, would 
I use my influence with her not to be ex- 
travagant ? 

" Honey won't hear of pupils," he added, 
with a touch of well-simulated shame on his 
face, ^^but I shall work hard at music, and 
some day hope to produce an opera worthy 
of her husband." 

I listened grimly. I knew that he had not, 
never would have, the power of drudgery — 
of beginning from the very bottom, and 
climbing slowly and painfully, step by step, 
the ladder to solid achievement. Something 
not unlike genius in his own line he had, 
but the grit to perfect it, the self-control to 
put aside all enjoyment, to toil while others 
played — never. 

Upstairs later, he played divinely, looking 
straight before him, Honey and the woman 
with the broken finger alike forgotten, his 
face ennobled, made beautiful by his theme, 
so that he seemed more angel than man as 
he stood with his back to a great group of 
palms in the dim, green drawing-room, and 
it was half-past ten before he was allowed to 
cease, a quarter to eleven when he and the 
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other guests left the house, leaving me still 
there, for I was in no hurry. 

I was not due at a certain place for another 
hour and a half, and when all the guests had 
gone, Honey came, and sat down beside me, 
and looked earnestly in my face. 

Have you ever kneeled down to look in 
a dog's eyes when first he comes, a stranger, 
to your house ? Wistful, earnest, they will 
search yours, probing your very soul to see 
what you really are, what your meaning to- 
wards him is, and kneel there as long as you 
will, that vigilant question will not relax, and 
only by his after-conduct will you be able to 
tell if you have answered his inquiry satis- 
factorily. 

Some such look Honey gave me as she 
said timidly — 

"You like Lawrence better, now that you 
know him better, don't you, Mr. Cassilis ? " 

" I think celestial spirits must look like him 
when they play," I said, and her face changed ; 
she drew back with the gesture of one who, 
asking bread, is oflTered a stone. 

« There is no one with whom I so much 
wish him to stand well as you," she said 
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proudly, " but now I will not speak of him 
to you again" — yet she did, the next day. 

As she rose, and left me and the room, 
Mary came over, and looked at me with raised 
brows. 

"There is dynamite in the air," she said. 
" That fellow overdid his camaraderie with 
you ; if I were a man, Fd watch him — he is 
up to mischief. So you are going ? Well, 
good night," she concluded crossly, for the 
whole situation told on her nerves badly. 

But going out I paused a moment, and 
glanced round at the familiar rooms with their 
air of graceful existence. How would they look 
the next night, when the blow had fallen, and 
Jekyll, the beast, took the place of Hyde, the 
spirit-man ? 

When my disguise had been effected, with 
a rapidity and effectiveness that astonished me, 
and we had driven through some shabby, but 
brightly lit streets, for the first time I asked 
myself what I was going to say to Holford 
when my hand fell on his shoulder, and he 
knew that his game was up. 

I had hitherto only considered what he 
might do, and came armed, as had the other 
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men, though as events turned out, only the 
weapons of ridicule were brought into play. 

" I have had some difficulty in bribing the 
servant," said Dawson, as he rode beside me, 
the two other men following in a hansom. " I 
got into the kitchen disguised as a seller of 
trinkets ; if she backs out at the last moment, 
and has not left the door ajar, we're done. As 
a rule, the mistress has her own fish to fry, 
and is out of evenings." 

I moved restlessly. It all sounded too 
simple, too easy. Holford would surely not 
let vital stakes go thus unsafeguarded • • . but 
now the cab stopped, and in a few moments 
we were at the door of a small, shabby house, 
precisely like all the others in that dismal 
street. 

The door appeared closed, but yielded to 
Dawson's touch. He beckoned the two men, 
and left them outside, then signed to me to 
follow him. 

The passage was dimly lit, the stairs were 
roughly carpeted ; we passed noiselessly up, 
past the first floor to the second, where light 
showed under the crack of a door, and voices 
could be heard within, the low murmur of a 
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man's, the carneying tones of a woman — the 
woman with the broken finger. 

Then came the chink of glass against glass, 
partial silence, and motioning Dawson to re- 
main without, I opened the door, shut it 
behind me, and advanced to the table where 
the man and woman were sitting with a gin 
bottle and glasses between them, both staring 
aghast and speechless at the sight of me. 

Suddenly the man clapped on his head the 
hat that lay on the table beside him, but I 
went up close, and putting my hand on his 
shoulder, stooped down, and looked in his 
eyes. 

I looked in his eyes . . • and some- 
thing, that yet was not fear, ran through my 
body from head to heel ; the man's eyes were 
brown, not blue ; the man was not Lawrence 
Holford. 

A peal of half-tipsy laughter broke from the 
woman's lips that seemed to have no meaning, 
but the man jumped up, a sorry figure of rags 
and dirt, and said humbly — 

" Were you wanting me, sir, that you have 
followed me here ? " 

Clearly he thought I was a constable, after 
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him for some minor offence, and he looked so 
abject and frightened, that whether Holford's 
tool or no, I could have found it in my heart 
to pity him. 

"This is my place,** said the woman 
coarsely, " clear out ! " and she got unsteadily 
to her feet, and pointed to the door. 

" My mistake," I said, in a high, staccato 
voice — " wrong house — front door open — 
good evening ! " and I let myself out. 

Dawson followed me in silence downstairs, 
and into the street, where the others waited, 
and it was not until we had found a hansom, 
and were seated in it, that I spoke. 

"The face was Holford's," I said briefly, 
"the eyes, the dirt, the rags were the 



musician's." 



I spoke harshly, bitterly. Was he in the 
swim with Holford ? Had Holford with 
Honey's money bought over the man to let 
me into this humiliating trap, so that I was 
doubly sold ? Yet with these detectives a 
neat coup has a price far above money. 

" Come to me to-morrow morning," I said. 
"I don't feel disposed to spend any more 
money over this business." 
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" If you don't mind," said Dawson quietly, 
"I will go on with this job on my own 
account. <jood night, sir," and he stopped 
the cab, called up his subordinates, and I went 
on my way alone. 

Well, Holford and I had tried our first 

real " fall," and he had beaten me ; and if 

hitherto he had seemed to me a sorry fellow, 

with only the amazing courage of the man who 

preys on women, knowing they cannot hit 

back, he showed now as a lusty rogue with a 

sense of humour, and a power of grappling 

with unexpected circumstances that almost 

commanded my respect, certainly my earnest 
attention. 

Honey must be saved by other measures, 

but for the present I could not see what those 

measures might be. 



CHAPTER IX 

" Only — ^but this is rare — 
When a beloved hand is laid in ours, 
When, jaded with the rush and glare 
Of the interminable hours, 
Our eyes can in another's eyes read clear. 
When our world-deafen *d ear 
Is by the tones of a loved voice caress'd — 
A bolt is shot back somewhere in our breast, 
And a lost pulse of feeling stirs again. 
The eye sinks inward, and the heart lies plain. 
And what we mean we say, and what we would we 
know." 

EARLY the following morning I got a note 
from Holford — " Don't forget that you 
have promised to take Honey round to our 
new house to-morrow morning, and do, my 
dear fellow, persuade her out of spending a 
great deal of money on a person who really 
is not worth it." 

He signed himself " Yours sincerely," and 
I knew then that he did not mean to tell 

Honey of my attempt to trap him the preced- 
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ing night ; that he meant to affect total ignor- 
ance of it, and confidently reckoned on my 
playing my part with as much histrionic skill 
as he did himself. 

Now a month ago, I should have refused to 
leave my patients for a morning's saunter over 
an empty house, but lately my routine work 
had failed to grip me. Life palpitant, urgent, 
claimed my attention ; the marionettes of the 
world were forked wood and springs no longer, 
but real flesh and blood, and all my care, all 
my thoughts, converged on Honey's fate. 

My appointment with Dawson was for one 
o'clock. Eleven found me at Brook Street, 
and Honey waiting, exquisitely dainty, as usual ; 
but that fresh morning look with which she 
had greeted me on the morning of Holford's 
release had vanished — a shadow seemed to 
have passed over her, dimming even that lus- 
trous eye of youth which, in its very untired- 
ness, its thoughtlessness, so draws our eager 
gaze. On the road, for we went by way of 
the Park, I found that she had points of view, 
was a practical idealist in her way. 

"Oh, if I were king," she cried, as we 
came to Hyde Park Corner, " I would throw 



ii6 '* HONEY" 

open those triangular spaces of pavement 
yonder, cover them with little tables, provide 
them with refreshments, have a band to play 
just inside the Park ; and how the public 
would throng there of summer nights ! I 
would illuminate and serve certain parts of 
the Park the same. Last of all, I would make 
our grand Embankment an open-air house for 
the poor, and every man should have his 
* Bock,' and every woman should knit, or sew, 
or sit idle, and be happy ; and wherever the 
streets are wide enough to put chairs and a 
table outside a shop, I would put them. Oh, it's 
the having no choice between the public-house 
and the squalid home, it's the human con- 
tagion that brings about so many murders, 
so much crime, that would be lost in the open 
air ! " 

When I found that she would take away 
early strawberries from pampered gluttons, 
and feed poor children and struggling women 
with the proceeds of them, I accused her of 
being a Socialist ; but she only laughed, the 
colour rising in her clear brown cheek till all 
faces turned to her as she passed, some because 
they knew her and her story, others for sheer 
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pleasure ; and by the time we reached the 
house looking on the Green Park, all her late 
coolness to me had vanished. 

She cried out to me not to pass under a 
ladder, for she was superstitious, and I liked 
her for it — it is the women who have no 
scruples, and no fears, of whom we men are 
afraid — and we passed into that most im- 
portant thing of all in a great house, a 
beautiful square hall with galleries running 
round, and excusing herself to me. Honey 
was at once plunged into confabulation with 
the foreman. It was one of Honey's charms, 
that she never felt herself misunderstood ; she 
talked to everybody precisely alike — shop girl, 
great lady, servant — she did not differentiate 
their modes of life or habitat ; they were just 
men and women — no more, no less, to her. 
We cannot take our houses about on our 
backs, or our money-bags, or our power, but 
we can be gracious, we can contribute our mite 
to the happiness of the chance acquaintance of 
the moment, or we can add our stone to the 
vast cairn of weariness in the world ; and 
Honey never contributed that stone. 

Presently we climbed by wide, shallow stairs 
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to the galleries, and passed through empty, 
echoing rooms/ others in which workmen 
swarmed ; but the farther we went, the slower 
grew her steps, and at last she stopped short. 

"Mr. Cassilis," she said, "did you ever 
receive an anonymous letter?" 

" Never." 

" I got one," she shivered, and I knew that 
her blithe looks had been all a pretence that 
morning. 

" Tell me," I said, and for answer she drew 
it out of her white frock, and gave it me. 

I had never seen the writing of the woman 
with the broken finger, but I knew her mind ; 
and the language, the matter, and the spelling 
of the letter were worse — not a word, not 
an expression in it, but would have suited 
herself, but never Honey. For that infamous 
epistle bridged the two extremes of woman- 
hood, just as in person, outside the prison, the 
woman and Honey had stood at opposite poles 
of human society, and the blood rose to my 
brow as I read it. 

Silently I gave it back, and Honey said — 

" It is someone who loves Lawrence. Per- 
haps the very woman whose letters I would 



(< 



HONEY" 119 



not " she stopped abruptly, and coloured 

warmly. 

"He can't help it," she went on quietly, 
and it struck me then that the woman who 
covers a man's contemptibleness up, is like the 
Spartan boy who allowed the fox to devour 
his vitals, thinking that he alone knew ; but, 
alas ! all the world saw his torn body, and 
his sacrifice showed for what it was — sheer 
stupidity, otherwise loyalty to his gods. 

Bravery may sometimes become a mislead- 
ing trick, and honesty itself droop, when a 
woman holds a shield up between herself and 
the thing she will not see in the man she 
loves ; but the screen is only between her 
and him, the lookers-on laugh, and see the 
game. 

"Burn it," I said curtly. "Put it where 
the vile creature should be who wrote it ; or, 
stay, perhaps Holford might be able to trace 
it by the handwriting." 

This was a maladroit and cruel thrust. For 
a moment she winced under it, then pulled 
herself together, and it struck me then that 
Honey's character was like one of those in- 
distinct handwritings that you have to look 



1 20 '• HONEY ' 

past, not at; but once you have grasped its 
chief characteristics, you can always read its 
message, and I read it now. 

By d^ees she had emerged to me out of 
the obscurity in which I first saw her, so, 
etched in litde by little, she came to fill out 
the masterly strokes of the most human type of 
woman — Gloving, wilful, forgiving, passionate, 
good, but not too good ; and for the lovely 
weakness of her mouth, that so contradicted 
the width of brow, I, for one, could forgive 
her. 

As in a vision, I seemed to see her Hoi- 
ford's wife, with the inevitable soil and smirch 
left on her that he brought from degraded 
women. I saw her first tarnished, then defiant, 
then taking one of the hundred byways by 
which good women go to destruction, so that 
the man is able to shout out to the world, 
" Look ! see what a beast she is 1 Isn't she 
excuse for anything ? " 

And the world does not know, or care, of 
the thousand offences against her that have 
made her what she is ; it shudders, passes on, 
and the man's phlegm enables him to look 
calm and handsome, with all, even the good 
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women, pitying him, for a man never comes 
to the end of his tether ; a woman reaches 
hers in a single false step, and even if the 
good and pure reach down to her, she is — 
broken. 

Up to now, any harm Holford might have 
done Honey had been instinctively thrown 
back by her. But would this always be so ? 

"I would not insult Lawrence by showing 
him such a thing," she said. "Nor shall I 
let Mary see it. But you are big and kind " 
— she hesitated — "and it hurt me so, I felt 
Imust cry out to somebody." 

"Whenever you want to cry out, send for 
me, and I'll come," I said, and then we drew 
near to one of the windows, and looked out. 

"Mary says the Green Park is lovely in 
late May," said Honey ; "that she never saw 
redder fires kindled in the country than among 
these trees in spring. But I want Burghfield 
in spring," she broke out. " And in August, 
too. Couldn't you persuade Mary not to go 
to Marienbad this year ? It's all a whim, and 
vanity," added the girl, smiling, " because she 
is so thin, and looks so nice among those 
human mountains of adipose tissue ! " 
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"Everything is a matter of comparison," 
I said ; " fat, beauty, worth, money — brains 
even." 

"I should like to make this into a music- 
room," she said, as we came to a lofty, wide 
apartment at the back of the house ; " but 
Lawrence won't let me." 

" There are so many other rooms," I said. 

" Yes, but they have no acoustic properties. 
He might write his great opera there if — if he 
were encouraged, and made comfortable." 

How was I to tell her that she based every- 
thing on a miscalculation of the man, that, 
granted his vices, he had not the qualities, the 
grit, that made for success ? I think that 
already she knew it, that every day brought 
them spiritually more out of touch, and only 
the physical attraction remained ; but Nature 
has her own reasons, drawing with cords 
where man's laws are useless as ropes of sand, 
and the cords held yet. 

" Lawrence wants me to hold a salon here," 
she said, as we retraced our steps. "But I 
tell him that no one — not even the wife of a 
great political leader — could do it nowadays." 

I shook my head, and told her of a great 
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lady's house only a few doors away, where at 
night the roar of conversation (the floors being 
uncarpeted) sounded like an animals' tea-party 
in the Zoo. 

" But it isn't a salon at all," I said ; " it's a 
place to bawl, and enjoy oneself in. If Mme. 
R^camier came to life, no one would attend 
her evenings." 

"It will have to be music," she said, and 
I wondered if music, played to a crowd of 
adoring women, ever filled the poor heart of 
a musician's wife yet. 

I looked at my watch. Time had passed 
quickly — Dawson must be waiting for me at that 
moment. I took Honey back in a hansom, 
and on the way we passed Holford in another, 
he looked handsome as usual, and kissed and 
waved his hand to her. 



CHAPTER X 

"The shallowest water makes maist din. 

The blackest pool the deepest linn." 

DAWSON was used to eyes — he studied 
them oftener than men's disguises, so 
he read my mistrust, and resented it so deeply, 
that I began to doubt if he had stood in with 
my quarry over the business of last night. 
But anyway, the combination of the man, the 
woman, and the musician against me was 
strong enough without the detective, and in 
view of the fact that Holford was leaving 
town almost immediately with Honey and 
Mary Cassilis, I paid off Dawson and his 
satellites, who, after all, had done their part. 
For if by superb cunning Holford had worsted 
me, and I could not bring his guilt home to 
him, still I knew what I knew, and he knew 
that I knew it, and I regarded my money as 
well spent, and did not regret it. 
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Well, I must fight him with other weapons, 
or resume the use of the old ones later. 
Meanwhile, Dawson repeated his intention of 
not losing sight of Mr. Holford, and went 
away, feeling that to be tricked by an amateur 
was one of the bitterest moments of his life. 

When he had gone, I sat for a long while 
reviewing the situation. After all, was the 
woman as stout a foe to reckon with as I 
thought ? 

That anonymous letter — that savage striking 
in the dark at the whiteness it loathed, and 
was jealous of, argued either fear of Honey's 
influence as a wife over Holford, or the malig- 
nant shout of triumph with which the letter 
concluded, " Why, you are no better than 
I am ! " revealed new depths of baseness in 
Holford that I had not adequately gauged. 

For what if this letter were but a horrible 
shadow cast before of his intention, if the 
woman's mind had been a slide upon which 
he had projected his thoughts as acts accom- 
plished ? What if all the proof in the world 
of his infidelity and worthlessness would not 
untie the knot that bound him to Honey 
now ? 
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No — a thousand times no ! She sprang 
before my eyes, a slim, brown creature, who 
did not physically attract him — a woman at 
once pure and passionate, who did not appeal 
to his taste. Hitherto it had been easy to 
him to let her alone. Her changeful face, 
her supple grace, were beyond him, yet she 
had the line of beauty from head to heel, 
and to me, always suggested those lovely 
bronzes of long -limbed, graceful creatures 
who poise themselves on a bough, or swing 
on the edge of a crescent moon, that we buy 
and place eagerly in our homes to remind 
us that the wild, untamable joyousness of 
youth and life still exist. 

I paced the room restlessly, debating whether 
I would trust Mary — but no, we could not 
keep the knowledge out of our feces ; we 
should exchange glances, and nothing escaped 
Holford. It was better far that he should 
believe her to remain strictly neutral, as she 
had appeared to be from the first, making the 
best of a bad business. Neither could I 
reveal to Honey the whole truth ; the girl 
still loved him, the time was not yet ripe for 
her detachment ; she would only hate me, and 
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believe his story, for I had no proof. More, 
I had overnight proved conclusively that my 
doubts of him were mistaken. 

Indeed, had he played then the strong card 
he held in his hand against me, and boldly 
denounced me a spy, he would have cleared 
me from his path for ever ; but cunning and 
strategy were his forte, for open warfare he 
had neither stomach nor skill. Moreover, 
knowing his own base heart, he mistrusted 
Honey's. This is the one great disadvantage 
of the knave, and often proves his ruin, that 
he never reckons on the fidelity and worth in 
others, that he does not find in himself. 

I went round to Mary when I had made 
a pretence of lunching, and found her alone. 
It was only when she spoke of the cool pine 
forests of Hungary, to which she was going, 
of her longing for them, that I realised how 
hard on her my errand would have been, even 
if Honey were her daughter. 

" Mary," I said, without preamble, " I want 
to keep Holford and Honey under my own 
personal observation. I am going to ask you 
to give up Marienbad." 

" Ben ! My frocks ! " And Mary's en- 
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larging and horror-struck blue eyes unroUed 
vistas of fresh cambric gowns, that the outdoor 
life abroad demanded in dozens. 

" I can't come with you," I said ; " and 
you will know half the people there. Honey 
and Holford will inevitably be thrown much 
in each other's society — alone. They must 
not be alone." 

For a while she looked at me silently, for 
she was great in her way. When the last 
of her frocks had trailed out of sight, she 
said — 

" Then we will go to Burghfield." 

" Thank you." 

" Honey loathes going abroad — it was only 
to please me." Mary sighed. "Now I am 
glad to do something to please her — and you. 
But. let me tell you, you are an old-fashioned 
man, at heart a sultan, and crassly unprogres- 
sive. Yet I believe in safeguarding our 
women — not against honest men, but against 
scoundrels. Nature fights the girl, and Nature 
mostly wins in the long run." 

She searched my eyes again, then said 
vexedly — 

" So you won't trust me. Some man's idea 
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of honour, I suppose. But how can I help 
you if I am kept in the dark ? " 

"You can help me very much — and her," 
I said. " You have been a strict duenna ; 
there has been no careering about together, 
after the fashion of modern maid and man. 
Well, in the country be stricter still — till I 
come." 

Her eyes flashed, she raised her delicate 
brows, then smiled delightedly. 

"After all ? " she said. " Oh, I am quite 
at your service." 

I shook my head. 

"It is for Honey, not myself," I said. 
" The day I see her free of Holford, will be 
the happiest in my life." 

"And the hour in which she becomes your 
sweetheart will please me far better," said 
Mary quickly. 

"You understand," I said, "that you are 
to keep them somehow in sight ? I mean 
no aflfront to Honey, but I have reasons." 

The door opened, and Holford came in, 
wearing his sunniest and most charming air, 
and he greeted me cordially, kissed Mary*s 
hand — an attention singularly disagreeable to 
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her, as the face she made indicated— looked 
round for Honey, then suggested that he 
should fetch her from where she had been 
lunching. 

"No, no,** exclaimed Mary quickly, then 
added — 

"I am giving up Marienbad, we go to 
Burghfield instead." 

He started, would have looked at me had 
he not checked the intention, then said easily — 

"That will be delightful. When do you 
gof 

" To-morrow." 

" I may come too ? " 

" Of course." 

" And you," he said, turning to me, " when 
do you join us ? " 

"Almost immediately," I said, "if Miss 
Bury honours me with an invitation." 

He smiled. As I turned away we ex- 
changed glances. 



CHAPTER XI 

** A little while upon this grassy steep, 
A little while, and under it we sleep ; 
And though we live, and love, and sink to rest, 
The burning stars their circling vigils keep." 

BURGHFIELD was no show place, only 
a long, low, irregular, many-windowed 
white house half hidden in ivy and creepers, 
facing south, and it was perhaps because many 
generations of the Burys had lived there so 
quietly, that Honey, the last of the line, was 
rich. She had clearly inherited their simple 
tastes, and for the last two years, since the 
death of her mother, she had lived there alone 
with her old servants about her, and it was 
perhaps on account of this independence of 
attitude that in the neighbourhood she was 
called " the Young Squire," just as her father 
had always been the Squire. 

In the drawing-room, over the fireplace, 
was a superbly painted picture of her, mounted 
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on a jet-black horse in the midst of her pack, 
her scarlet coat striking a vivid note of colour 
in the white room, her eyes lovely and eager 
under the black velvet of her huntsman's cap 
— this, this was Honey's true self. 

I thought of those gloomy, echoing Picca- 
dilly rooms, of her rage in Mary's ballroom, of 
how impossible it was that any life but the out- 
door one, could long claim this brown gipsy, 
and knew that it was as I had told Mary, and 
that I should come to know the girl here, as 
I had never done in town — here in her home, 
where you met traces of her childhood and 
early youth in every room of the quaint, old- 
fashioned dwelling ; any other place would be 
a house to her only. 

She inherited all the tastes of the Squire, 
her father, who had been a handsome fellow, 
and rattling good sportsman, quick-tempered, 
I gathered, and kind-hearted, a great contrast 
to the brown shred of a wife whom he called 
"Gipsy," and from whom Honey inherited 
her brown skin, and suppleness of limb. He 
had died, as he wished to die, of a broken 
neck in the midst of a glorious run in the 
hunting-field, carried over the one awful 
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moment in a full riotous tide of life that 
hardly recked of the break between one ex- 
istence and another, and Gipsy had died will- 
ingly enough a year later upstairs, while the 
surgeons quarrelled over her case below. 

And the longer I stayed at Burghfield, the 
more I realised the solidity of Honey's position 
as a landed proprietor, the less I coveted Hol- 
ford's role of prince consort. A man must 
love Honey very much, or very little, to accept 
the position — and she would require a beating 
at least once a week (to begin with) to establish 
the proper relation between husband and wife, 
and Holford would deceive, but he would not 
beat her. 

Holford frankly hated the place, reviled 
the soft, humid air that brings such roses to 
Devonshire women's cheeks, that fills an 
Exeter ballroom with beauty, but, alas ! 
crumples them all too easily; but it was part 
of the price he had to pay for what he wanted, 
and all grudgingly he paid it, for in country 
life he did not shine. 

Honey's neighbours were mostly people who 
lived happily in their beautiful country houses, 
had the bad taste to dislike city life, and 
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managed to exist without the greedy, gam- 
bling, screaming, half-dressed, half-drugged, 
half-drunk crew that represents a certain 
section of town society. 

If these poor local people were never wildly, 
inordinately gay, at least they were never dull ; 
the men had their fishing, hunting, and shoot- 
ing, the women their graceful occupations and 
hobbies; and Mary delighted in the simple, 
honest country people, with clean faces and 
honest tongues, who had quite easily simplified 
their lives, and curtailed their wrinkles, by 
never pretending, and pretending is like 
bandaging a limb out of its true proportions — 
it makes a warp — you feel it later, when you 
want the habitual use of it. 

Sometimes they had grey hair like her own, 
sometimes brown like Honey's, or black like 
Holford's, but the sun never discovered red, 
green, and blue tints in them, and their detach- 
ment from outside interests was so profound 
that often (and these were the happiest homes) 
they had not read the morning's newspaper. 
These people lived their lives, did not break 
the drums of their ears trying to hear about 
other people's, and smashing themselves up 



•HONEY" 135 

imitating them, and I admired them for it. 
On the other hand, Holford heartily disliked 
and despised them, and as the mistress of the 
one fast house in the neighbourhood, where 
he had met Honey, and who spent most 
of her time in town, was now at Homburg, 
there was no Bohemian company to be had, 
and he literally pined for that society with a 
"flavour " about it, not to be had at any 
other place near by. 

There was, indeed, metal more attractive than 
Honey within the gates of Burghfield at that 
moment, but having made one big mistake, 
escaping its consequences by a miracle, he 
meant to run no further risks till after he was 
married — or so I judged. 

And the neighbours did not like him. He 
did not take the trouble to exert here the 
surface charm that carried him so far in town, 
and even if the women tolerated him, the men 
did not. 

When he denounced hunting as a wilful 
attempt at suicide, pitied the fox, and sug- 
gested a red-herring trailed across the country 
for the field to ride after, as equally efficacious, 
he went near to being murdered on the spot. 
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and this total indifference to sport, to hardy 
effort, or endurance of any kind, cut Honey 
deeper than anything he had yet done; when 
a girl begins to blush for her lover, blushing 
for her own bad taste in choosing him, is within 
appreciable distance. 

So the country hated him as one man, but 
this dislike had nothing to do with his im- 
prisonment for the manslaughter of Ham- 
mersley. Snobs there may be in the country, 
but there is also more human nature than in 
that bleak fortress of Town, where every 
man's hand is against his neighbour, and no 
one cares what he does, or is, or is not, or 
what becomes of him ; and these Devonians 
were kindly enough to regard Holford as a 
man who had met with an unfortunate 
accident that might have occurred to better 
men than himself. 

What they did resent was the carelessness of 
his attitude towards her, and the men who had 
honestly loved and wooed her — the " beef and 
beer" men, as Mary had unkindly called them, 
— ^longed to kick Holford, if their faces were 
any index to their feelings. 

Now I admit that Holford, as a penniless 
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man marrying a great heiress, who was sur- 
rounded by her own attached and critical 
court, was in a galling position, but instead of 
pitying him, we men at least pitied the courage 
of the man who tried to support the intoler- 
able situation. 

Only a great, an unselfish love could carry a 
man with dignity through such an ordeal, but 
Holford was so sure of Honey, he had won 
and kept her so easily, that he did not take the 
trouble to conciliate her friends, the more 
especially as he said openly he did not mean to 
come to Burghfield for more than a few weeks 
out of the year. 

And Honey could not be indifferent to the 
fact that her servants — as had Mary's — dis- 
liked him heartily. They bore him no malice 
for his "accident" with Hammersley, but 
these clear-eyed rustics cut through the frosted 
sugar, and finding no cake beyond, resented it. 
Honey saw it all, her pride instandy ranging 
itself on the side of Holford ; but it was his 
lack of real tenderness towards her, that took 
the spring out of her step, and the light out of 
her eyes, and her beauty depended very much 
on her mood. If unhappy, all her charm was 
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dimmed, even her grace of body affected, and 
the bubbling-over quality of youth in her 
arrested. Out of the whole world, Holford 
could not have found a human instrument out 
of which so many notes of pain, as of joy, 
could be drawn as Honey. Brave she was, 
and only those who knew her well, suspected 
the effort beneath the gay word and glance, the 
gaminerie that made her so popular, and so 
sought after as a companion; but by now I 
knew her character pretty well, and I thought 
that very gradually, as one who, starving inch 
by inch, ceases at last to have any desire for 
food, her desire that Holford should love her 
as she wished to be loved, as her own love had 
at first demanded, was leaving her. 

I don't think Holford had ever given 
Honey's looks a thought — certainly their 
eclipse escaped him. Beauty is what a man 
of his type does not exact in his wife, but 
insists on as a right in the wife of his neigh- 
bour. A still larger class of men, usually 
good-looking, concern themselves chiefly with 
a woman's powers of pleasing, and with her 
looks not at all. Her very plainness has 
an attraction, if reserved solely for the man 
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she loves ; but if Honey had been able 
to thoroughly please Holford, she would 
have displeased herself very much indeed. 
He openly rebelled at accompanying us to 
what he disrespectfully called "local hen- 
fights," for it was the time of garden-parties, 
when at least fifty women foregathered to 
every man, some of them so pretty, and 
young, and fresh, that it made one really sorry 
to reflect that their bloom would pass, their 
charming little faces widen and wrinkle, yet 
that they would never have one single chance 
of marriage, 

Mary remarked one day that if George 
Sand lived nowadays, she would have to adver- 
tise for her lovers, while Catherine of Russia 
might have sent her chamberlains to scour the 
country in vain for handsome young men! 
She also congratulated herself on the fact that 
when she was young, there were enough men 
to go round, and some of the girls looked 
eagerly, almost enviously, at Honey, then at 
Holford, who invariably made a bee-line for 
the most pronounced woman present, and 
allowed her to make love to him in a way that 
curled Mary's nose in disgust, and sometimes 
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brought a shadow to Honey's mobile, expres- 
sive face. At the last of the parties, the one 
given at Burghfield, this behaviour of Hol- 
ford's was especially marked, and I felt certain 
that he loved to make her look small before 
people — it was part of the brutal breaking-in 
process he had practised so successfully with 
other women, for the human, like the other 
animals, never forget where the whip has 
scored deep into the quick of them, or the 
hand that wielded it so relentlessly. 

" I always punish one woman by going off 
to another," I overheard him say once ; and 
it gave the man's character in a nutshell. 

But I think that one cause of his ill-humour, 
apart from knowing himself watched by me 
(that annoyed him most), was that his music 
had no real power over these people ; they 
listened to him politely, feeling as if they were 
in a concert -room, and that presently the 
artist would depart with his violin to his 
own Bohemian, spasmodic life, that could never 
infringe on theirs, or become in any sense a 
part of it. The persons who laboured with 
pen, or brush, or voice, or musical instru- 
ment, were very interesting, no doubt ; but 
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these well-born landed proprietors, too sure 
of themselves to be proud, or to have an 
undue regard for wealth, admired artistes 
most at a distance, and, unlike town hostesses, 
desired no nearer acquaintance with them. I 
think that in some vague way they felt that 
genius of any kind must be naughty ; that 
like the great physician who, after an exhaust- 
ing day or difficult consultation, always ordered 
his butler to bring up a bottle of his best port, 
so the great orator, or violinist, or poet, or 
rainbow spinner, having been carried by his 
art to heaven, must, when he feels virtue gone 
out of him, demand the best port for. the 
satisfaction of the animal. 

Now this is radically wrong. The manner 
of your life affects your life and health, no 
doubt ; but morals have nothing to do with 
an artiste's results, that are born of great 
moments of clarity and insight, of a power 
beyond and above itself. I do not agree with 
someone who said that "all intellectual ac- 
quirements are poison which are not consistent 
with, or even the direct outcome of, moral 
worth. Moral worth is the very source of 
life ; it is, so to speak, the grass, whilst intel- 
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lectual attainments are the birds and flowers in 
God's meadows/* 

I hold that a man as a man, should be com- 
pletely dissociated from his work, and in 
his public capacity not be made to suffer for 
his private faults. Bad geniuses we have had, 
and good ones, but the very worst, or the 
very best, of a great man scarcely touches his 
great work ; and if he have bequeathed ever 
so little to the intellectual treasure-house of 
the world his sins should be ignored — they 
are not ours, but his own private business. 
Only Holford was not great ; his faults were 
greater than he. 



CHAPTER XII 

" I think the vessel that with fugitive 
Articulation answer'd, once did live 
And drink." 

SOMETIMES I got Mary to myself for 
a pow-wow — and I always enjoyed it, for 
occasionally she said the things I wanted to say 
for myself— only a woman has so many words 
for everything, and a man only two or three. 

One afternoon, when she felt no inclination 
to sleep, we sat in two deep chairs beneath the 
shade of the copper beech ; the long, white 
house stretched far behind, and before us the 
lawns, and beyond them that gently shimmer- 
ing sea of mjrriad-tinted summer leaves that 
meant the woods. 

" It*s so nice to smell green things, and be 
rid of musk-cats," said Mary, who all her life, 
purely as a matter of taste, had kept clear of 
ladies of easy virtue, and uneasy husbands. 
" The line dividing the belle pecheresse of town 
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society from the demi-mondaine is nowadays 
so slight that the thread dividing them is in- 
visible. Each gets current coin, and the Society 
woman a great deal more than the other, with 
which to pay her gambling debts (her gigantic 
and swindling dressmaking bill is paid by the 
man as a matter of course), and it is not strange 
that many men infinitely prefer the other 
world, finding it less expensive, and to their 
minds more honest than the woman received 
at Court, who goes on her way with all the 
insolence of the true cocote^ heedless of men's 
contempt so long as she can rouse women's 
jealousy — 

" *' Dans les draps d'un Agent de Change.* 

The only shame she knows, is not to be all 
through alike, and a thirty-five-guinea frock 
hides silken, or fine batiste, or gossamer 
underwear, of which the camisole may have 
cost from six to eight guineas, the knickers 
two-thirds as much, and the petticoat a third as 
much as the dress itself. Add to this a corset 
costing five guineas, garters at two guineas, 
a lace petticoat at eight guineas, stockings at 
a guinea a pair, shoes at thirty shillings, and 
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one becomes aware that a really well-dressed 
woman is an expensive luxury. Even if one 
is * rationally' inclined (as few really dainty 
women are) and dispense with the lingerie and 
the lace petticoat, the result is not so materially 
different." 

" Spare me," I murmured, ^* you often mis- 
take me for an old woman." 

" I shouldn't talk to you if you were. If 
it's bad with men, it's worse without 'em ! 
Some intrepid female said the other day 
that women's clubs resembled a great *Zoo,' 
where all sorts of disagreeable types were on 
view. Most of the * types ' jumped on her, 
of course, but a good many of us admired 
her sincerity. For, you know, most of us 
are terribly insincere. We show our teeth 
in a smile when we meet each other, and if 
the other's frock is all wrong, or her face 
sallow, we grin again, but heartily, to our- 
selves, as delighted as we would be enraged if 
she looked charming ! 

"In time," I said grumblingly, "this 
hypocrisy and pretence will become real, and 
the actual honesty and truth of character now 
merely dormant in women, will become extinct. 

L 
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Chivalry is nof dead in men, it only slumbers ; 
but there must be truth in women's voices to 
awaken it — not a slipshod murmur of double^ 
entendre and innuendoes that we laugh at, 
while privately resolving never to marry the 
girl who makes them. Now, thank God, 
Holford never succeeded in inoculating Honey 
with his love for restaurant and midnight- 
supper life, where the worst women, the most 
careless men, are to be found nightly — taking 
us back to the days of the Corinthians and 
their disreputable female companions." 

" History repeats itself," said Mary. " When 
Society has swung to its extremest limit of 
licence and immorality, there will be a sharp 
rebound ; they will go out of fashion. We 
shall be Puritans all for a time ; then gradu- 
ally, very gradually, enlarge our borders, and 
become again as we are now. Sin's as catch- 
ing as murder ; only advertise it enough, 
and it'll be copied, and written about, and 
fashion -plated till we begin to think the 
whole world is composed of sinners — which 
it isn't. In the suburbs you will find the 
truest men, the best wives, and the most 
devoted family life in the kingdom — in fact. 
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the upper and lower middle - class are the 
saving of the country. We don*t always 
believe in them, because we don't see them in 
print." 

" And a good job too," I said. 

" Still," said Mary, with one of her quick 
changes of mood, "those other women are 
wise in their generation ; they get movement — 
do not sit down and stagnate. If you don't 
want love, or disease, or worry to catch on to 
you, keep moving, always moving — you may 
be tired, but you won't be ill of it ! " 

" Is that why Honey is so restless ? " I said. 

"Ah ! Poor Honey !" said Mary in an un- 
concerned tone, for which I could have beaten 
her. " I almost think Marienbad would have 
done as well as Burghfield," she said rather 
plaintively. "Our duties as gooseberries are 
nil. I heard from a friend there this morn- 
ing. She says Ann SutclifF, who is eighty- 
two, is there, taking the baths and waters — 
she must be having a final wash up before the 
resurrection ! Did I tell you they put old 
Cissy Oxshott, who weighs sixteen stone, into 
a bath of almost boiling water last year at 
Homburg ? The man who told me looked 
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quite cross when he saw me laughing, and 
asked what I found amusing in the poor soul's 
being par-boiled. * Fm so sorry,' I said, ^ but 
I was thinking what a lot of water it would 
take to boil her 1 ' " 

"So that's how you earn your reputation 
for being a hard-hearted woman," I said. 

" Yes," said Mary complacently, " any re- 
putation but your real one, you know. Elsie 
Tufton has gone in for sun-baths — hired a 
moor in Devon, and walks about for hours 
*mid nodings on' ! Of course, there's a picket 
out of sight somewhere — to keep people off." 

"Rattling good thing for her," I said. "If 
I had to change my religion, I'd be a sun- 
worshipper." 

" And I," cried Mary eagerly. ** The sun 
in the heavens is like love upon earth ; when 
you Ve got both, it's a case of 

" ' God's in His sky, 
All's tveil with the world.* 

But it doesn't last. The Final Cause is econ- 
omical in this way, that it makes you happy 
at one period, ornamental at another, useful at 
a third — but it doesn't give you the whole 
bun all at once." 
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" The sun," I said doubtfully, and frowned. 
" Yes, perhaps it's a good simile. From all 
I've heard, love is like that, the cold dawn, the 
preparation, the warmth — the warmth that be- 
comes too great, perchance, and we throw aside 
our wraps ; then gradually it blows chill again 
— how glad we are then of our wraps, other- 
wise our philosophy, our courage ! for now the 
sun has gone to warm the other side of the 
world ; it cannot remain with us, even if it 
would, always. I have made up my mind to 
stay at the cold sunrise stage, and hold on to 
my wrap tooth and claw, not to perish of cold, 
soul and body, as I have seen so many other 
misguided men do, and all for love of a 
girl." 

Mary looked pityingly at me, then quoted — 

" * And tell me how Love cometh ? 
He comes unsought, uhsent. 
And tell me how Love goeth ? 
That was not Love that went ! * 

What a splosh in love you'll go one of these 
days, you silly old Ben 1 " 

I said that I always admired the courage 
of a man who thought he had only got to 
marry a woman to make her happy, poubts 
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on that point didn't seem to incommode him 
in the least. / should have qualms. 

"I don't know," said Mary slowly, with 
eyes turned inward on some vital memory of 
which Ernest probably never knew. " In real 
love one scarcely thinks of the object as a 
possible sharer in it ; the knowledge of it 
goes through you like fire, and you tingle 
with its strength, are thrilled with its ecstasy, 
you love, and your love is your own." 

I was silent, stroking her hand, and thinking 
of my shadowy dead brother. Well I knew 
that for her, there never had been a glowing 
heart-fire warming her, bone and body and 
spirit — only embers to sit by, in which a little 
life yet lingered. Never before had Mary 
lifted even a corner of the veil that hid her 
heart, and I wondered what cause had broken 
down the barriers, made her even for a 
moment desire that sympathy which is the 
motive power of life, for which every one of 
us more or less hunger, from the millionaire 
down to the beggar in the street. 

" If ever you marry, Ben," she said, " keep 
up the illusion ; it is the only thing we women 
really want of you. But you won't. You see, 
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Ben, illusions are at once the rest and unrest 
of life — as life is the greatest illusion of all ; 
and the man who grips life fast, because he 
realises that it is an illusive thing, to be lived 
as much for others as himself, is not only- 
noble, but great. For oh, my boy, the fairies 
and bogies of our childhood were very real ! 
We meet 'em all again as we go through life ; 
and they can make things very beautiful for 
us, or very ugly, just as our luck goes. All 
the things we fight for — fame, position, in- 
fluence — are not real, they are only part of 
the illusion of life ; they don't hinder the 
scythe of death, they don't buy love, or 
anything worth having." 

" What a value you set on love ! " I said. 
"And to hear you talk in town, one would 
imagine the word had never found a place 
in your dictionary." 

" My dear boy, love in young people is a 
lovely thing ; in the old it's indecent. I don't 
want to be indecent. But depend on this, 
that every true woman, however tortured, 
however she revolves like a squirrel in a 
cage, in ceaseless revolt, in continual forgive- 
ness, comes back to this — that she wants her 
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own man, only one, but he must be all her 
own. And how infinitely she prefers that 
man to be her husband, and not her unlawful 
lover 1 A certain amount of enjoyment, one 
way or another, is necessary to a perfectly 
healthy human animal, and Nature has a way 
of levelling up things by helping herself when 
unjustly defrauded of her rights, and not 
always from the right quarters. Honey must 
love, and be loved, or she will deteriorate 
frightfully, as other women have done before 
her. Ben, don't you think that the fatally 
hurt in life's battlefield are those who won't 
go down under it, or seek aid ? They go 
about their work stricken, and are vain- 
gloriously proud. But they die — they die; 
and he who lives longest, laughs longest. 
Fighting sometimes costs too much." 

Her voice opened a gate. Turning sud- 
denly, I saw in her face something that had 
been there that night Holford played his love- 
music in Brook Street. 

" He is dead ? " I said abruptly. 

" Yes. 

" * He has outsoared the shadow of our night — 
£nv7) and calumny, and hate, and pain ; 
And that unrest which men miscall delight 
Can touch him not, nor torture him again.' " 
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" He died before Ernest ? " 

"A week after. But we might not have 
been happy. Most of you men are inconsis- 
tent, and this is the sort of woman you want," 
said Mary, talking fast and flippantly, to regain 
self-control. " She must be essentially domestic 
— keep house exquisitely, know every wrinkle 
of good housekeeping — ^yet extremely brilliant 
in conversation ; and cut out every woman 
who comes along, thus gratifying her hus- 
band's proprietorial instinct. She must be 
shy and pure as a dove, yet as splendid a 
lover as Cleopatra's self when he is in the 
mood for love ; beautiful, and she doesn't 
even know it ; adorned with every seducing 
lure, yet a vestal virgin. Helpless and de- 
pendent, strong and self-reliant, no advanced 
woman, but strikingly up to date ; silent, yet 
eloquent ; amazingly practical, and the soul 
of sentiment. Can you wonder that in trying 
to catch her, man wanders through devious 
and forbidden paths .'^" 

"He may make her the excuse for his 
divagations," I said, **but no sane man ex- 
pects to find her. A man wants a good pal — 
good temper, sincerity, and pluck are the 
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main things he insists on. And she mustn't 
nag — there's always another woman who 
doesn't." 

"And what she insists on most, is that she 
gets the companionship for which she married. 
*He gave her his time,' said someone once, 
speaking of a real lover. Eloquent words ! 
He gave her the very best out of the whole 
world that a man can give." 

" But how is he to work hard to provide her 
with the luxuries she loves, and yet spend most 
of his time beside her } " I said. " Believe 
me, Mary, you women are unreasonable." 

"No," said Mary, "because love is the 
prologue that leads up to the great role of 
motherhood. Supposing you men had to 
prepare and pass for the one great vital 
examination on which your happiness, your 
success in life, your very health depended, 
would you not attach enormous importance 
to it? But where is Honey?" she added, 
with an abrupt change of conversation. 

" Holford is asleep," I said laconically. 

She laughed. Her mask was well adjusted 
now ; probably she would never allow me 
another peep behind it. 
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"Faith has its drawbacks," she said, and 
frowned. "Honey simply worCt see evil in 
anybody. What is that Annette woman doing 
here ? I'm convinced she is Holford's crea- 
ture, brought to do any dirty work for him 
he wants done, and form a combination against 
us. But my maid keeps her eye on the jade, 
who has already set the servants' hall in a 



roar." 



I heard a laugh, very faint, but spiced 
with mischief, at a distance, and turning, saw 
Annette's face at an upper window — saucy, 
round, and young, with the perennial youth 
of women born without consciences, and an 
enormous appetite for pleasure, that their 
good looks allow them amply to gratify. 
" And she has her eye on us at this moment," 
I said. " It's a hateful state of things, each 
one of us spying on the other — Honey ex- 
cepted ; it almost spoils this place. But I 
don't see how it is to be bettered, at least 
for the present, and every day, every hour, 
helps. Insensibly she is finding him out all 
along the way — his essential cheapness, his 
limitations ; and when the moment to apply 
that knowledge comes, it will merely be the 
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light that flashes out from a long-smoiildering 
fire." 

"Ben," said Mary, putting her thin hand 
on mine — and I was startled to see how thin 
it had grown — " don't go away." 

" Mary, my dear," I cried, " are you well — 
quite well ? " 

In her delicate summer gown she seemed 
to look frailer than ever, and I wondered 
if her ceaseless watchfulness over Honey were 
beginning to wear her out. 

" Confound these tiresome girls ! " I said 
angrily. " If you get any thinner I shall 
take you away, and leave Honey to her fate." 

" Honey is my joy," said Mary, " and will 
never fail me. She declares there are un- 
explored depths of villainy in her character, 
but I never saw 'em — and I should love her 
just the same if I did. It is the heat that is 
trying me " 

" Who said * Honey ' ? " sang out a gay 
voice in the distance. 

"Come out and take your own part," said 
Mary, " Ben is pitching into you." 

" I call that mean," I said angrily. " What 
holes you feni^ale fripons do let a man into 1 " 
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"That*s a good word — -fripon^^ said Mary. 
" Why will the French annex every word that 
exactly expresses what miles of English ones 
won't ? To describe one's sins wittily almost 
excuses them, but to describe them in French, 
absolves you entirely." 

But I had moved away to a distance, and 
lit my pipe before Honey came out. She 
wore a muslin gown the colour of an apricot 
on its under side, and her cheeks were the 
colour of the fruit on its riper one — she 
looked well. Her nerves were now com- 
pletely under control, and, no longer swept 
on a wave of emotionalism beyond all the 
boundaries of everyday life, her real nature 
had passed from under eclipse. 

She did not come easily to Holford's beck 
and call, or wait upon his moods as she had 
done in town ; and shyly as she had wooed 
him there, now she did not woo at all. Also, 
she made Mary's duties and mine easy by 
never seeming to wish to be alone with him ; 
and he being of the same mind, there was no 
friction, no apparent strain in the relations of 
any of us. 

Snatches of the women's talk came to me 
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while I sat apart, but presently Honey's voice 
rose — she was hotly taking up the cudgels for 
a poor girl in the village who had come to 
grief, and was being stoned by family and 
friends alike for her fault. 

" They say," cried Honey, " that it is women 
who hound down women, will not give them 
a chance — only shout to them through a stone 
wall ; but oftener men denounce women to 
their wives, and mothers, and sisters, when 
they find the unhallowed creature near them. 
The most vindictive enemies of women are 
the men who have made them what they are. 
Oh, it is not fair, not fair ! We should not 
blame her, but be kind to her ; no woman 
should be punished for a first fault. Why 
should this natural love to one only, represent 
deadly sin ? Were not Nature's laws made 
before man's ? I would give that girl exactly 
the same start in life as the pure ones. If she 
did wrong afterwards, knowing the penalty, 
then I would punish her, but not before. 
And if women tempt men, punish themy not 
the men. No natural instinct can be wrong, 
any more than hunger and thirst, or the 
instinct of self-preservation ; it is only when 
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deliberately abused that it is wrong" — she 
stopped abruptly, a little discouraged by 
Mary's face. 

" My dear," said Mary, " the laws were 
made by men for men, but also iox us women ; 
they work out for our good in the long run." 

" I don't know," said Honey. " The bud 
swells, effloresces, fructifies, ceases, yet we 
forbid a woman to do the same. We call 
such fructification a crime . . . will not allow 
her to remain, in good and in evil, part and 
parcel of the natural life, for it is Nature ! 
Love, love excuses all ; it is the sun of hearts, 
as the sun in the sky awakens Nature, and 
every woman should be forgiven who has 
sinned, not from greed, or out of wickedness, 
but because she loved unselfishly. *To her 
that loved much, much shall be forgiven.' " 

" Hear, hear ! " said Holford, who, unob- 
served, had come up behind them. " If I 
had my way, all women should have equal 
rights, equal liberty, in matters of love, with 



men." 



"And the children, what is to become of 
them } " cried Mary, white with disgust as she 
sprang to her feet. 
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" They should be brought up bjr the State," 
he said. j 

" You dare to say that " — she cried passion- 
ately — " and before Honey ? " 

"Love is all you women think about," he 
began sullenly, then stopped, starded at some- 
thing he saw in Honey's face, and of which 
I believe the girl was quite unconscious as she 
turned, and walked slowly into the house. 



CHAPTER XIII 

" But often in the world's most crowded streets, 

But often in the din of strife, 
There rises an unspeakable desire . . . 

A longing to inquire 
Into the mystery of this heart which beats 

So wild, so deep in us — to know 

Whence our lives come and where they go. 
And many a man in his own breast then delves, 

But deep enough, alas ! none ever mines ..." 

THERE came a burst of extraordinarily 
hot weather, and as we let the neigh- 
bours, and they let us, severely alone, we got 
into the habit of all going different ways after 
luncheon till tea-time — Mary to her boudoir, 
where she pretended to read, but really dozed. 
Honey straight to her own suite of rooms, 
whither I sometimes saw her steward wending 
his way, and Holford to a deep slumber on 
a Chesterfield in the library. 

I sometimes thought it accounted for the 
man's outward easy serenity of temper, and 
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Inward callousness of heart, that he could 
sleep at any hour, and for any length of time 
— ^round the clock, if let alone — and that he 
wakened with difficulty ; and this argued a 
phlegm, a coolness that made him an awkward 
adversary. It is the wear and tear of nerves, 
and restless nights, that play a man false, 
and often deliver him into the hand of his 
enemy. 

Thus Holford, who slept and ate half his 
life away, and never made any strenuous 
effort at honest work from one week's end 
to another, who was calloused through and 
through to the needs and sufferings of others, 
might conserve himself to a hundred if acci- 
dent did not take him off — or a jealous rival. 

There was an extraordinary strength of in- 
dolence, of waiting power, about the man, 
his silent circumventions, his reserves, gave 
one at last an uncanny sense of fear of him, 
and I knew how one day it would come upon 
Honey that she really knew him as little, 
perhaps less, as in the first hour that they met ; 
that he was a perfect stranger in mind and 
heart, would be to the end, as the man who 
never trusts his fellows always must be. 
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There is a pride, at once the noblest and 
the falsest, that makes a woman hide her 
wounds, and swear there are none. It is 
noble in its conception, it is false in nature, 
where all is frank, aboveboard, and you take 
your punishment standing; you have only 
made a little mistake, there is nO real harm 
done. Nature wipes the slate clean, and 
begins again ; often she makes huge blunders, 
over-producing one year, absolutely barren the 
next ; but she goes serenely about her business 
all the same, and prospers. 

Now the glory of Burghfield was its woods ; 
mile upon mile they spread, spread even to a 
forest, and I am at one with Ruskin in his love 
of trees, and many charmed hours I spent in 
the shade of these, or wandering through dim 
green alleys, where nothing stirred save the 
tiny forest animals, who shrank away at my 
approach. The loneliness, the vastness of it 
all, the freedom from impinging human 
bodies as in the city life, gave me an intense 
pleasure, and I shut my eyes to the cruelty of 
the under-side of all this beauty, to the minor 
tragedies that went on here, as in every other 
part of creation. 
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Strangely human are these beasts and birds 
in their antipathies, their fancies ; you will see 
the weasel stalk some particular rabbit out of 
a host of others, just as some men will grimly 
pursue an especial enemy to ruin and death, all 
the others looking on, and rendering no assist- 
ance, aware that they themselves are in no 
danger, and with the trades-unionism of 
animals, affording no sanctuary to the hunted 
stranger, while protecting vigilantly their own 
tribe. 

Rooks will savagely chase a stranger couple 
out of their settlement, and destroy their nest ; 
or if one of their own kind brings home a 
bride from another rookery, the pair are 
ostracised, and forced to build in an outlying 
tree. A hawk will pass with disdain birds 
that are in easy reach, to seize those that he 
fancies. But it is the crow who is the real 
murderer of the wood ; with his long, stout, 
pointed beak he splits open skulls as with 
a chisel, and fledgling partridge, rabbit, leveret, 
chicken, all are one to fierce Jem Crow. 
Corsican in his vengeance is he too, for having 
tasted one member of a brood, he remains in 
the same place till he has polished off the lot. 
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and everywhere his presence is regarded as 
sinister — an omen of ill luck. 

But one day I found that the solitude, the 
loveliness of these woods, was no longer my 
own, for suddenly I chanced on a boy, swinging 
along in tanned brown leather breeches and 
gaiters that had seen much hard wear, and made 
no attempt at smartness ; only the limbs in 
them were supple, and full of a fleeting, airy 
grace that startled me, and made me think of a 
greyhound just slipped from his leash, flash- 
ing in the sunlight to his goal. The boy's 
cap, pulled well over his eyes, concealed his 
features, but did not hide the reddish hair that 
straggled from under it; there was a curious 
lack of breeding, of race, about his head that 
flatly contradicted his classic line of body, and 
soon I found him deficient in manners, for 
when we both diverged on a certain point of 
those green aisles, he looked at me, scowled, 
and turned about as if to flee. 

" Stay ! " I cried, and put my hand on his 
arm, firm and slender under its white cambric 
shirt, the only touch of daintiness about him, 
"I love these woods, and you love them 
too. I often lose my way in them ; I may 
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want you to guide me out ; let us enjoy them 
together/* 

The boy turned unwillingly, and showed 
an inharmonious face, set in a grimace — red 
brows, dark eyes, a tanned skin ; and putting a 
finger to his lips, signed himself dumb. 

"Deaf?" 

He shook his head — ^almost with a look of 
pity. One does not want a tongue in the 
woods — only eyes and ears, and a soul into 
which to translate the messages of the senses ; 
so much I had long ago learned for myself, 
before I went to the city at sixteen. 

" But / can talk," I said, « and will be glad 
of a listener." 

He had recovered himself, and walked be- 
side me with an assurance and swagger that 
travestied the lithe, unconscious grace with 
which he had moved when he believed himself 
alone. 

" You know these woods well," I said, and 
the boy nodded his shaggy thatch in a way 
that said how much preferable they were with- 
out my company, than with it. 

The colour of his hair, the way it grew, 
interested me. I smiled as I said — 
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" The Squire has given you leave ? " 

An indignant sound — a hand smacked sud- 
denly on his lips, and a toss of the red head, 
was my only answer. 

" Don't let's quarrel," I said. " You may 
know some better bits than I do, but I doubt 
it. I wonder how many miles there are 
of it ? " 

He shrugged his shoulders, with head 
averted ; to grimace every time he looked at 
me was clearly too much trouble. I knew 
that he was only waiting the first opportunity 
that presented itself to elude me, and it came 
quicker than I thought. Pointing so suddenly 
in an opposite direction that involuntarily I 
turned my head, he resolved himself into a 
tree, or hid behind one, but though I beat 
the ground for some time, I found no trace of 
him. 

I lay down at last, and fell asleep, dreaming 
that the youth had come back to pelt me with 
nuts, and was late for tea, at which Honey 
presided, more feminine and more frilled than 
I had ever seen her. 

Holford, too, was more awake than usual, 
and on his best behaviour, and under the 
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copper beech tree, on a lawn where all the 
other trees made deep curtsies with their 
long skirts, we drank tea, and talked amicably 
as we rested at peace in our long deck-chairs. 

I saw that through half-shut eyes Holford 
was watching us, and in his cheap way label- 
ling me as his unsuccessful rival, for he did 
not in the least understand the frank camarad- 
erie between Honey and me ; what a man 
is incapable of himself, he seldom or never 
credits others with. Yet there must be some- 
thing queer about a man who does not, when 
with a young girl, feel the wrong he does her 
in being what he is. All her young graces, 
her budding perfections, her shyness, all her 
hopes and illusions, the eagerness with which 
she makes her one throw for happiness in love 
— oh, may God strike us dead if we defile 
it all ! 

Holford and I were both too old for Honey, 
watch two young lovers together, and you 
will know what 1 mean. There is no strain, 
there are no heroics ; it is just the instinctive 
flower of love in all its grace and abandon, 
and all the matchless purity, and passion, and 
loveliness of it are caught and limned by one 
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masterhand in the immortal Eros and Psyche, 
and gazing upon it, we say, " when Love was 
young," with wry lips and aching hearts. If 
only some bright, handsome youngster would 
come along. Honey might be saved from 
Holford and happy yet, but neither in town 
nor country had I seen a fitting mate for her 
up to now. 

Presently Honey began to " rag " me about 
my clothes, just as Mary often did. I never 
saw two women more fastidious about such 
matters, and Holford's extreme good taste 
stood him in good stead with at least one of 
them. 

" Did you get them ready-made ? " in- 
quired Honey impertinently. "Rolling on 
the grass may mellow them, but can't possibly 
alter their atrocious cut ! " 

" They are very good clothes," I said con- 
tentedly. "And what is the use of my 
friends having nice grass if I mayn't roll on 
it ? A very odd thing happened in connection 

with these clothes " I stopped abruptly. 

I had formed the habit of making only im- 
personal remarks before Holford, so I got 
no further, though Honey was curious, and 
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begged in vain for the end of the story, which 
was this. 

Coming from town but ill-equipped for 
the country, I had gone into Exeter a day 
or two after my arrival, and ordered a suit 
of grey clothes from a local tailor, but saw such 
surprised glances exchanged by the assistants 
that I inquired the reason, and was told that 
a gentleman who bore an extraordinary re- 
semblance to myself had just ordered a suit 
precisely like mine, and barely left the shop 
before I entered it. In short, when they saw 
me, they thought he had returned. 

Now this seemed a case of real resemblance, 
quite unlike the faked one between Holford 
and the musician ; but the Norse type is always 
cropping up, and one big, blue-eyed, bearded 
man is very like another, so there was nothing 
surprising at my having a double in Exeter, 
probably I had hundreds knocking about the 
world at that moment. 

We talked of other things, with that absence 
of zest peculiar to us when Holford was 
present, but I saw that he suspected some- 
thing, was watching me closely, and I began 
to suspect Jew blood in him, in his baffling 
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silences, in his brilliant capacity, that began 
but had not patience to finish, that, in a word, 
was not creative ; above all, in the spirit of 
revenge, the burning fire of vindictiveness, 
the deadly policy of *^ an eye for an eye," the 
tardiness of forgiveness, to be found so long 
as the world endures in all men and women 
whose veins contain one drop of Eastern 
blood. 

I knew that he hated me, and brooded over 
the injury I had done him by finding him 
out — he would be even with me yet if he 
got the chance. But if he had all the con- 
tempt oi finesse for honesty, and underrated 
me from every point of view, since I wore 
no women's scalps at my girdle, and had no 
following, not even in my own profession — 
yet I saw that my refusal to divulge the " odd 
incident " of the grey clothes worried him ; 
possibly the devil had warned his own, given 
Holford some instinct of the part those 
despised clothes were afterwards to play in 
his destiny. 

Meanwhile 1 was thinking of the brown 
boy of the woods, who knew them better 
than I did, and would certainly elude me, or 
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stay awajr ; but the following day, by sheer 
good luck, I happed upon him, sitting lonely 
and disconsolate under an oak, nursing his 
chin on one knee. I affected not to notice 
his melancholy, and throwing myself down 
on the grass, talked to him of Nature, of 
birds, of beasts, of men, of all, God wot, that 
I had never dared to tell since childhood, 
without fear of interruption and ridicvde. 

We lamented that Richard Jefferies had died 
before introducing a fresh system of colour- 
language by means of natural objects. Pine- 
wood green, larch green, spruce green, wasp 
yellow, humble-bee amber, butterfly blue — 
these were a few of the colours he was to give 
in the new dictionary that he alone, not the 
men who write scientific books about Nature, 
leaving Nature out, could have compiled. 

Like him, we had failed to find the inner 
meaning, the soul of the wild flowers in the 
meadow ; what their message was from God to 
us, they as eager to tell, as we to hear. We 
had puzzled over the screed written on birds' 
and butterflies' wings, and in the sky colours ; 
and we agreed that the rune of the running 
brook, the great diapason of the ocean, some- 
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times spoke to us in a way we thought we 
understood, but could not be sure. 

On one point we were certain, that if in 
some particulars, sport is cruel, it is not the 
quarry men love, so much as its surroundings, 
the exhilarating sights and sounds, the scents, 
the health and vigour they breathe in during 
those long tramps; and no man ever learned 
from books what the least clever, but apprecia- 
tive man learns from Nature. That is why 
good sportsmen are rarely morbid or immoral 
men ; they have too just a sense of proportion, 
are too strong and clean of mind and body to 
seek for, or find happiness in, false conditions 
of life. 

The boy listened with his nods, his shakes 
of the head, his frowns, and eloquent brown 
hands, more poignant of meaning than most 
fools* speech, and so we came to a tacit under- 
standing there, under the greenwood tree, and 
thither I hastened daily as to refreshment, to 
that mute comprehension of gesture, of glance, 
of heart communing and understanding, till 
at last I began to wonder why speech had been 
ever invented. For surely Eve was dumb, 
and spoke in glances, signs, tremors, gestures. 



1 74 " HONEY " 

by the grace of the young slim body, not 
yet choked by gluttony and lusts of the 
flesh. 

Would dogs be half so dear if they could 
talk to — ^argue with us ? It is their dumb 
afl^ectionateness we love — and their letting us 
talk. But oftener the boy and I sat silent 
and listened to the long susurrus of sound, 
among the trees, soothing as sound of ocean 
on a summer's night. 

We could never have enough of it — never, 
of the sun and the shadows that touched us so 
lovingly, creeping from knee to shoulder, from 
shoulder to chin, warning us that it was time 
to go ; and gradually it came to pass that only 
the perfunctory part of me dwelled in the 
house, and talked with the inmates of it — all 
the soul and the heart of me lived in the 
woods, companioned by one dumb, graceful 
boy. 

We talked — he in his own way — wc talked 
of the odour of the earth and the trees ; of 
the balsam of health that is in every green 
leaf; of how the smell of the oaks is every 
whit as good as those pine forests abroad to 
which invalids hurry when ill ; of the habits 
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of the birds, the forest animals, even of fish ; 
of all the things, in short, that made the un- 
written education of hardy man when he was 
a migratory animal, and moved with the sea- 
sons, not the weakling, dry-nursed and pushed 
by the law in a perambulator, that he is to-day. 

One day the boy sprang up, and, with a gesture 
of defiance towards Burghfield, beckoned me 
to follow him, leading me out of the forest by 
ways unfamiliar to me, till abruptly the scenery 
changed, and instead of the mystic green sunlight 
of the woods, we were out on the moor, in the 
midst of racing cloud-shadows, with our feet on 
the ling, that rolled up to meet us in great billows 
and waves of purple like a sea. And there we 
cast ourselves down, and let the sunlight and 
the savour of the distant sea do its work upon 
us, and in that elastic couch, with the hum 
of the bees all about us, I fell asleep, and 
when I wakened out of that heavenly, dream- 
less slumber, the boy was gone, and close be- 
side me a tiny bunch of white heather for gift. 

I told them at dinner where I had been, and 
asked Honey and Mary to come with me next 
day ; but Mary begged oflF, the walk was too 
long for her, and there was no carriage-way. 
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Honey looked at Holford, who declined, look- 
ing intently at me, and it ended in a flat 
silence in which I vowed to go alone, not 
once, but again and again, though I doubted 
if, like the thrush and his song, I could 



" Recapture 
That first fine careless rapture 



of the boy and I, as we walked over the ling 
together. 



CHAPTER XIV 

" Under the greenwood tree 
Who loves to lie with me." 

THE boy grew impertinent. Apparently 
familiarity with my mind, that over- 
flowed to so ideal a listener, had bred con- 
tempt. He took to contradicting me in his 
own way, while the mischief in his eye be- 
spoke a nature essentially unruly and uncon- 
trolled ; and I longed to shake him, and ask 
how he dared treat my thirty years with such 
scant respect. 

"I wish you would dye your hair," I said 
one day, and whistled softly. "You are so 
entirely in tune with the woods — all but your 
hair — of course, in autumn " 

The boy gave an indignant little flounce of 
the shoulder towards me, but otherwise vouch- 
safed no sign. 

\ " Red-haired people have such dreadful 
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tempers/' I said. " Now the young Squire — 
did you ever meet her ? — has the temper of 
an angel." 

The shoulder turned towards me shook so 
ominously, it might have betokened a body 
shaken by weeping, but I knew better, and 
laughed ; for, as a sensible comrade (no 
Rosalind), this brown boy of the woods 
appealed to me as no frilled woman ever had 
done, ever could, and I jealously counted 
every moment of a companionship that before 
long must come to an end ; and, for all his 
impertinences, I think the boy counted them 
too, though I could not get him to again 
take me to the ling. 

I judged that he was not happy at home, 
that he only lived his real life, was his real 
self in these woods, for he was nearly always 
sad when we met, gay when we parted, though 
not a moment did he linger after a certain 
hour. But it is always the unexpected that 
happens, and, long before it should have done, 
our happy time came to an end. 

Holford, who had retired to the library as 
usual to sleep, woke early, and wandering into 
the forest, found its coolness grateful, and, 
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perhaps guided by my voice, approached us. 
Ourselves unseen, we saw him coming, and 
instantly the boy sprang up, fleeing for dear 
life, and in a second Holford was after him, 
the boy's habiliments did not deceive him, 
his eye, trained to the observance of such 
matters, caught a womanish curve in the gaiters 
and breeches, and pink with sleep, a thoroughly 
refreshed human animal ready for any female 
sport that presented itself, instinctively he pur- 
sued it. 

I saw it all from where I lay, and the boy 
overtaken, there was a quick, fierce struggle, a 
ringing smack on the cheek — then Holford 
stood alone, the red wig in his hand that had 
always excited my ire. 

Then I laughed, so silently that even the 
forest things (whose hearing is as a great 
sounding-board on which even a breath is 
registered) alone heard me. But Holford 
presently saw me, and came over, throwing 
away the wig as he did so. 

He laughed softly. 

" Really," he said, " for a man of such high 
moral character to take advantage of me while 
I sleep, to '* 
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"Improve my acquaintance with Honey/* 
I said calmly. 

" I know that petticoats never attracted you," 
and he laughed again. " Of course, I saw it 
was Honey at a glance " 

" That's a lie," I said ; " you thought it was 
a woman — not the woman. And what is more, 
she knows it." 

"I haven't molested her much," he said, 
with a sneer that almost made me knock him 
down where he stood. 

"No, thank God, she never attracted you. 
The man who loves garlic has no taste for 
delicate fare. A gentleman takes care of a 
woman — shields her even against herself; the 
where, or the how, or the when of being with 
her alone, doesn't matter a jot, or if she wears 
breeches or petticoats ; potential wife and 
mother — that is his way of looking at her, 
and she is to be trusted with him. But to 
a hound like you, every moment with a 
woman, from a lady down to a poor girl, is 
apparendy lost, if not used for your own plea- 
sure — God pity you such wretched conquests I 
You think that you, and you alone, can teach 
love ; some day you will find out that there 
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are millions better than you, who by self- 
control have reaped women's love and honour/* 

" Curse you I " he cried savagely. " You 
have been following me about. I saw you 
yesterday — in Exeter " 

For a moment I was silent ; evidently he 
had met my double, and I would let him 
believe that I had followed him, for evidently 
he had been up to no good. 

" You mean when you called on Miss " 

I paused, and looked him straight in the eyes, 
then turned on my heel, and left him there ; 
and if he had sped after me, and given me 
a coward's blow in the back, I would have 
preferred it to the guilty silence that followed 
my departure. 

But I felt it a physical impossibility to sit 
down to table with him that night, (and surely 
the afternoon's adventure had opened Honey's 
eyes to his true character, and she would break 
off the engagement,) so I dined at the village 
inn, only returning to Burghfield when ap- 
parently all but the servant who admitted me, 
had retired to rest. 

" Take care of the morning, and the evening 
will care for itself," says the proverb, though 
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the people who enjoy the splendid early-morn- 
ing hours, rarely display of evenings the morbid 
liveliness that distinguishes the persons who 
are seldom thoroughly awake till luncheon. 
Honey was at her best in the morning, Hol- 
ford at his worst, and at breakfast especially, 
he was either sulky and silent, or actively 
contradictory, laying down the law and the 
prophets (and to allow intelligence to no one 
but oneself is the surest proof of mediocrity 
in man or woman), and sometimes when he 
unloaded his second-hand trash on Honey, she 
had much ado not to catch my eye. 

On the morning following the adventure in 
the wood, it was particularly noticeable that 
she would not look me in the face, and as 
Holford did not look at her, I concluded his 
explanations overnight had not been wholly 
to her satisfaction. 

He was particularly funny on this occasion, 
instructing us all about the science of war, of 
which he knew absolutely nothing, save what 
he read — not in the least realising that books 
and newspapers are the dissemination of lies. 
Practical men know how different a thing looks 
on paper to a thing actually done — i.e. wor^- 
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able — and they never read ; they go and do 
it, or get someone who knows the ropes, to 
show them the way. 

Superficially book-learned he was, and the 
knowledge acquired was something like what 
women get from cookery books — nothing at 
all, unless they have a practical ground-know- 
ledge of the culinary art. 

^^JVe mean to carry this war through, no 
matter at what sacrifice of blood and money,'^ 
he remarked, while Mary's eyes twinkled en- 
joyingly ; and I understood why men cordially 
disliked Holford, he did so give away the 
whole male show. His egregious vanity 
blinded him to the fact that when a woman 
does begin to laugh at you, you must prove 
you have more fine than ridiculous qualities 
if you mean to keep the whip-hand over 
her, but Honey rarely let him see what was 
in her mind, and she did not let him see 
now. 

" Try a blockhouse for a month, Mr. Hol- 
ford," said Mary, with that subacid in her 
voice that she kept exclusively for the people 
she disliked. "Hear what Edgar Wallace 
says." 
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She reached for a newspaper, and read 
out, " * To-night a commando may attempt to 
rush the little post. To-night rockets may 
rush skywards from a dozen blockhouses as 
a commando changes its direction, and the 
man with the gun and his friends who are 
catching flies inside, may be fighting for their 
very lives. Perhaps not to-night — to-morrow, 
or the next night — or never. That is the 
horror of it all, the constant watching for the 
enemy who will not come — everlastingly on 
the alert for events that will not happen. 
Waiting, waiting, waiting, with a white-hot 
bowl of a sky overhead, and a sizzling, shim- 
mering, blistering desert around. 

" ^Blockhouse Street is a street to remember 
in your prayers — ^ deadly, soul-destroying, 
damnably dull street of galvanised iron 
prisons, in each of which are six prisoners 
waiting for execution.*" 

"A man should have resources in himself," 
said Holford. Then catching something 
similar in Mary's and my expressions, his 
mood changed, for he was quick to feel any 
wound to his self-conceit, and he turned 
sulkily away, and Honey's face fell. One of 
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the saddest sights in the world is a bright 
creature under the eclipse of a bad man's 
influence, and the petty power of a scoundrel 
over a noble nature, is surely a sight to make 
angels weep. 






CHAPTER XV 

"Self-interest is but the survival of the animal in us. 
Humanity only begins for man with self-surrender." 

HOLFORD disappeared after breakfast, 
and the atmosphere at once lightened, 
and our spirits rose. Later I was attracted 
by shouts of laughter to Mary*s morning- 
room, where Honey was reading out from a 
newspaper what she called a Berliner's bill 
for repairing the frescoes of a church. 

When the bill was disputed, he produced 
in court the following items : — 

Dollars 

"I. Corrected the Ten Commandments . .3.02 

2. Embellished Pontius Pilate & put new ribbons 

in his hat . . . .5.12 

3. Put new tail on rooster of St. Peter and 

mended his comb . . . 3.20 

4. Replumed Sc gilded left wing of Guardian 

Angel . . ... 4.18 

5. Washed servant of High Priest & put carmine 

on his cheek . . • . 5.12 

6. Renewed Heaven, adj usted the stars & cleaned 

the moon . • . • 7.10 
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7. Reanimated flames of Purgatory & restored Dollars 

lost souls . • • • 3*05 

8. Rebordered the robe of Herod & readjusted 

his wig • ... 4.00 

9. Put new spotted dashes on son of Tobias 8c 

dressing on his socks • . • 2.00 

10* Shoeing Balaam's Ass . • .3.02 

II* Mended shirt of the Prodigal Son & cleaned 

his ears . . • • 4.00 

12. Put earrings into the ears of Sarah . . 2.04 

13. Put new stone in David's sling, enlarged the 

head of Goliath, & extended his legs . 3.00 

14. Decorated Noah*s Ark . . .3.00 



Total 
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" Of course, he won his case hand over fist. 
Think of the moderation of charging only 
three dollars two cents for correcting the 
commandments, and only twice that paltry sum 
for adjusting the stars and cleaning the moon ! 
Now here's something cheerful. A man died, 
and over him they wrote : * Here lies Thorp 
Corp.* When his wife died, they added a 
letter or two, and it ran : * Here lies Thorp's 
Corpses.' " 

Mary laughed, then quoted softly : — 
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* She came with her garland all in the May morning, 
Her face shining fair as the milk in the pail, 
But Death walked behind her with yew and with cypress 
And Death turned her away to his house in the vale.' " 
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Can*t you see her," cried Honey, " in her 
fresh cotton gown? And I like the brevity, 
the enormous field of love covered in the 
exclamation — 

" • O Aprille month ! ' 

with no name, no date on the black vault. 

" * Here lies the body of Andrew Haste 
Now in the ground doth go to waste ; 
If Mr. Haste you ever did see, 
Ye'll know what a terrible waste it be !' " 

continued Honey. "He had a great body, you 
know, and wanted an intolerable amount of 
slumber ! '* 

" Here's a poem-picture for you," said Mary. 

" * Here lies the body of Madeline 

Wrapped to the throat in a shroud of green : 
Daisies her jewels here and there, 
A bud at her foot, a bud in her hair. 

Her eyelids closing, her hands laid down, 
Her sweet mouth silent, her tresses brown 
On either side her placid face ; 

Christ of His mercy send her grace !' " 

" We don't write them like that nowadays," 
said Honey, " or thus — 

" ' Here lies a miller : 
Each working day 
He went as white, 
As blossoming May : 
A goodly thing enough to be 
If thy soul doth keep thee company.' " 
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Her voice trailed off on the last words, her 
eyes were fixed. I wondered if she were 
thinking of Holford, and of the discrepancy 
between his outward and inward man. 

Then she hummed a tune, and cried — 

" * Mistress Mellor hemmed a shroud 
For this stranger beggar-man ; 
Peter Sexton digs his grave 
Comforting as e'er he can. 
Just rags and bones and greenish 'ee 
Were all this beggar was, pardee ! * " 

She brought out the "pardee!" with a 
rousing emphasis, and looked me very im- 
pudently in the face, as if the epitaph were 
intended for me. 

" No rags," I murmured ; " I plead guilty 
to the * greenish 'ee ' and the rest." 

" By the way. Honey," said Mary, " you've 
forgotten to provide us with a ghost — you've 
done everything else very well indeed." 

" We never had but one," said Honey, " a 
housemaid who walked in her sleep." 

" Talking of sleep-walking," said Mary, " I 
read somewhere the other day, that this is an 
age of Somnambulism and Blood — the latter 
in our delight to murder and destroy, the 
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former because we are walking, as it were, in 
our sleep, apparently unaware of the life we 
lead, and the spectacle we present. And I can 
quite imagine," she added reflectively, "that 
some of us would cut a very poor figure 
indeed — taking a stroll without our * transfor- 
mations,' and wiggies, and so on. If anything, 
I mean to be a spirit — the natural enemy of 
the hairdresser. But talking of spirits," and 
she chuckled, " here is an experience intended 
for the Psychical Research Company, that was 
never read ! Sarah (my cousin, you know) was 
outside an omnibus in Bond Street, and when 
it stopped at the corner, she saw her spouse 
standing below on the pavement. She called 
out, * Thomas ! Thomas ! ' and he heard the 
voice, but thought it was a spirit, and sat 
soberly and sadly inside the 'bus, picturing her 
with angel's wings, while her fat form nearly 
brought the roof in upon him! As he got 
miserably out, her fairy footfall was heard on 
the stair, and looking up, he saw her — 
tableau ! " 

Honey laughed, yet I saw that she hardly 
listened — her thoughts were far away. 

"You know, my dear, if you call spirits 
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when you want 'em, they'll come when you 
don't want 'em. Ben, do you remember my 
dear old Admiral, who at seventy, told me he 
was keeping spirits for his old age ? But, 
oddly enough, he went in for the other kind, 
and asked me to go with him to a spiritualistic 
seance, where his dead wife was to be rung up 
for a chat. But I flatly refused. *My dear 
man,' I said, * supposing you got married 
again, and your first wife was always turning 
up — so very awkward, you know — don't be a 
silly.' And three months after, he married a 
pretty girl of twenty ! But she water-chuted, 
and switchbacked, and raced the poor old 
darling about so, that he died quite suddenly, 
before he had time to begin brandy and 
whisky ! Now, my dear child, I have letters 
to write, and must turn you and Ben out." 

Honey rose unwillingly, and would have 
escaped me in the hall, but I caught her hand, 
and said — 

" Come to the woods, I want you." 

Once away from the house, her mood 
changed, and stufling her little fist into her 
mouth, she said — 

" Ben — you ^ew — all along ? " 
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" Yes, I knew. You couldn't disguise your 
hands, you know, and the turn of your head." 

" rU tell you something," she said, nodding. 
" If you found me^ you also found yourself in 
these woods. I was turning you all the time 
inside out." 

For a while we walked in silence, then sud- 
denly she cried out — 

« Oh, how dared he 1 " 

" Love hath eyes," I said drily. 

" For other women 1 " she flashed out. 
" He did not know that it was I — though he 
pretended last night that he did. Ben, Fm 
not sure but that what we call pluck — refusing 
to own up to a hurt to our heart and pride — 
isn't a form of untruth ; and even if I lied 
to the rest of the world, I couldn't lie to 
you — if I never knew before, I know now what 
truth is — but I won't go back — I won't — think 
how the County, and all his enemies, would 
rejoice ! Think of all he went through for meT 

I was silent, but my brain worked like 
lightning. Should I tell her the whole truth, 
now, this moment ? Was my influence with her 
stronger than his ? I knew that it was not ; 
that did he choose to put out his whole 
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strength to keep her, I should be swept aside 
like tow, and I dared not risk anything that 
took her from under my own personal 
observation. 

" Ben " — she paused, and looked at me 
eagerly — ^*^ I suppose it's our fault — the women's, 
I mean — and you men can't help it. It's — it's 
a sort of universal love on your part, isn't 
it ? " 

I had not the heart to laugh, so said 
gravely, 

" You may carry it too far. Honey — to find 
excuses for" — I hesitated — "men. We all 
want discipline. Once we fall out of the 
ranks, do not obey our invisible colonel, we 
mostly go to the wall." 

" What colonel ? " said Honey instantly. 

"Some call him Conscience, some Prin- 
ciple, some Self-Control, others Humanity," 
I said slowly ; " but when we have tiptoed up 
to his height, we have achieved moral great- 
ness." She nodded. I think love, and the 
partial falling out of love, had taught her 
many things during the past few weeks. 

She breathed a sigh of relief as we went 
further into the green coolness, and presently 
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we sat down with our backs to a giant beech, 
and gazed before us. 

"Now you are in tune with the forest," I 
said quietly. " You were out of the picture 
before." 

She shook her head. 

" I did not want any of you to know," she 
said. " But I must belong to myself, have a 
little time to myself, as I did before Lawrence 
came into my life. The older servants in the 
house, and the gamekeepers knew, but I 
never wore a wig," she added, with a resentful 
glance at me, " till all of you came here ! " 
Then she coloured, as the rank inhospitality of 
her words struck her. 

"Couldn't you trust me just the same, 
whether you were dressed as a boy or a girl ? " 
I said. 

" Yes — you^^ she said. " Oh 1 it is you 
bears who look so grumpy and rough, who 
really handle us so gendy," she added, very 
shyly. " It is the cruelties of the tender from 
which we shrink." 

Abruptly I turned the conversation into 
those grooves that we had lately followed, 
when as silent, listening boy, and I as eager 
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lover of Nature, we had sat under this very 
tree, and I had been happier then than at any 
time of my life before. But now she spoke, 
and I realised that she had forgotten all I 
knew of Nature. I never met anyone so 
wise in country lore, and I have my own idea 
that on some minds. Nature inscribes all she 
has of truth and loveliness ; and I knew that 
town life, and all that was written on her mind 
and memory there, must fade almost imme- 
diately, and this woodland, earth-soil life be 
once again the heart and soul of her. 

It struck me then, that Honey had no hobby ; 
that either she was acutely miserable in uncon- 
genial surroundings, or supremely nappy in 
just being alive, in drinking in all the beauty 
of the wodd ; and I thought she was wise 
not to try and do things she could not do 
but ill, and that there was sound sense in a 
famous man's exclamation on reading some 
masterpiece, " I could not have done it better 
myself! "and who admiringly wrote his own 
initials over the author's. 

Honey had all Nature for her pleasure- 
ground, would never be a strutting, conceited 
human wretch, stung by the gadfly of re- 
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production. She would never smart under 
the scorn of Sappho, addressed to one born 
and reared outside the royal purple of Fame. 

^^ Thou wilt lie dead, and there will be no memory left 
behind 
Of thee and thine in all the earth — for never didst 

thou bind 
The roses of Pierian streams upon thy brow ; thy doom 
Is writ to flit with unknown ghosts, in cold and name- 
less gloom." 

She seemed to guess my thoughts, as in- 
deed she often did, and said — 

" I am glad I wore that red wig, and met 
you here, for I know you now. I used to 
blame your lack of ambition — your silent, dis- 
contented plodding between the shafts of your 
profession ; but I see now that the making of 
an indoor man is not in you ; you must lie 
close to the earth, toil and reap on it, or you 
will die unfulfilled." 

"It is true," I said. "Don't tell Mary, 
but in the autumn I cut the whole thing, and 
depart with my few pounds and a knapsack 
for Canada. It was Mary who had all the 
money, you know, Ernest had next to none." 

"I am sorry," she said, and there was a 
sound in her voice that I have heard in the 
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voice of the homeless, who, walking far in 
search of a night's shelter, find the friend 
absent who would have taken them in. 

" Will you be happy in that Piccadilly 
house ? " I said. " If for a time the town 
takes you, your heart will always be here." 

She fell silent at that, then said presently — 

"Lawrence has promised that I shall be 
here frequently during half the year ; but it 
will be the summer half, as he hates the 
country in winter, and I am giving up the 
hounds," she added in a lower key. 

"You have already done so ?" 

" Not yet." 

" Wait," I said, and for a while we did not 
speak. Our eyes and ears were filled by the 
multitudinous shades of green, the subtle 
wandering airs, the undercurrent of life in the 
forest. 

" How dull, how tame all pictures are after 
this ! " she said presently ; " and yet Art must 
find a place in our life. Who was it said that 
*Art is not the fancy or caprice of an in- 
dividual. It is the mighty voice of God and 
the universe, as heard by tne chosen spirit, and 
repeated in tones of harmony to mankind. 
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Should that omnipotent voice strike too 
directly upon the mortal ear, it would stun 
and suspend all human action, even as Pan- 
theism crushed the ancient oriental world/ " 

" And I thank God," I cried heartily, " that 
I am not one of those unhappy chosen spirits 
— a mere medium for painfully passing on to 
others what the normal man absorbs in sensa- 
tions of pure joy — but I suppose the poor 
beggars can't help it Something snatches the 
pen out of the writer's hand, inscribes words 
that are immortal ; the artist's brush moves 
without his volition, and accomplishes some- 
thing great ; an orator thrills his hearers with 
words that startle him as not his own ; and 
we J{now these voices are inspired, but we 
don't envy them. Even with music, that 

snarer of men's souls " I paused abruptly, 

then slurred on — 

" And as to books — ^you read a good deal ? 
Your bookshelves are well filled." 

"Yes, but not indiscriminately. Apart 
from the classics, there are books that are 
interesting, yet you can never for one moment 
feel that you are in the company of a gentle- 
woman or a gentleman — there are others that 
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please you intensely, though the matter may 
not be extraordinary, because the suave com- 
pany of the writer delights you ; and no 
matter what his characters say, it is he himself 
who is talking to you all the while. Do you 
remember Matthew Arnold on the making of 
a book ? " 

*^ I think so. Didn't he say * there are three 
things to be learned of the ancients — three 
things which it is notably important for an 
author to know : the all - importance of the 
choice of a subject, the necessity for accurate 
construction, and the subordinate character of 
expression,* Well, the ancients' recipe is not 
often followed nowadays." We slid into dis- 
cussions of our favourite books, of a thousand 
things of interest to us, and thus we spent a 
couple of happy hours ; and I would not hurry 
or spoil them by telling Honey that, hidden 
by a distant tree, Holford was watching us 
during the latter part of the time. 



CHAPTER XVI 

^* Hid in the silver clouds 
The sworded legions move, 
What shall his hate 
'Gainst legions prove ? " 

HOLFORD'S was that base quality of 
love (and by it you may know the 
false from the true lover) that is only excited 
by another man wanting, or stealing what he 
happens to desire ; in a word, he genuinely 
admired the bad woman who deceived him, 
despised the one of whose loyalty he was 
assured, and Honey had made a distinct leap 
up in his estimation by her unorthodox meet- 
ings with me in the forest, by her cold accept- 
ance of his apologies for chasing her. He 
changed his tactics, became the ardent, devoted 
lover of those earliest days when he had 
stormed, and carried her heart by assault, 
neglected his sleep of afternoons, and was for 
ever scheming to get her alone with him, a 
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scheme that Honey only faintly seconded, and 
that Mary and I perpetually defeated. 

Did his warmth, his simulated passion come 
too late ? 

Had he for one hour even, been unselfish, 
loved her better than himself, he yet might 
have won ; but the man of cold heart, of 
many passions, is true to no one, and to him 
there may come a time when he cannot starve 
a woman any longer, or hurt her any more, 
for her power of loving is gone, and where 
there is no demand, supply is wasted. But 
no one knew what Honey felt and thought in 
those days, though I knew afterwards that it 
was just touch-and-go with her. For he put 
out his whole strength, called forth all his 
vast experience with women, to bind her to 
him, to make her forget everything on earth 
but that he loved her, that she loved him, 
that heaven was to be found alone in each 
other's arms ; and he had that deadly " knack " 
with a woman, equivalent to a bad woman's 
"way" with a man — ^long practice had given 
him a sure efficiency, and ruthless Nature, that 
takes no heed of human wills, or even moral 
antipathies, works on her own lines, and when 
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the man in the man called to the woman in 
the woman, would Honey go ? 

Closely I watched the contest, growing 
keener each day between the flesh and the 
spirit in her, and Holford in love was a man 
transformed ; he even transformed Honey, so 
that in his eyes she became lovely, alluring; 
up to now her safety had lain in the fact 
that she did not tempt, had no bodily attraction 
for him, but now his senses were stirred — if 
she too caught fire, who should come between 
them ? 

He had never realised, as I had done, 
the mingling of good and recklessness in 
Honey's character, of strength and weakness ; 
he had been blind to that occasional look in 
her eyes of which Pope was aware, when he 
made his famous remark about a female rake ; 
and though the poet put the blame on her 
heart, it was upon her glance, I feel sure, 
that he really based his opinion. 

Mary groaned now and then at the constant 
use of her as gooseberry, but I showed myself 
rudely indifferent to Holford's hint that my 
room was better than my company. Roughly 
speaking, Mary mounted guard over Honey 
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in the house, and I out of it, yet with such a 
past-master of subterfuge and treachery, I could 
never feel that the girl was safe, and my 
vigilance never slackened by night or by day. 

If I went with Honey to the woods, Hol- 
ford would come too, for now the man was 
jealous, less sure of Honey, and certain that 
I was his rival ; but there he was wrong, the 
truth being that I loved Honey, but was not 
in love with her. With all his heart and 
soul he hated me, and perhaps women can 
never realise the savage joy men take in 
cutting each other out, the possession of the 
quarry being infinitely less to them, than the 
indulgence of a fierce primal instinct. 

I encouraged him in the idea that I was try- 
ing my hardest to win Honey from him, and 
she saw exactly what I was doing, and wickedly 
played into my hands, revenging herself in a 
purely womanish way for the many slights he 
had shown her in his flirtations with other 
women. 

And once I had got into the swing of the 
game, I played it with zest, omitting no smallest 
opportunity of scoring over him, playing on 
all his weak points, making him look ridicu- 
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lous as often as possible ; and when a man is 
a mass of self-conceit you are sure to hit him 
somewhere, no matter what stick you may take 
to beat him with. 

Honey and I would sit and talk, and talk 
of the subjects that interested us, and Holford 
would lie on the grass beside us, looking sulky 
and handsome ; oftener still, go fast asleep, so 
that he counted for nothing at all with us. 

And now time and the days alike drew in. 
We were almost at the end of August, and 
after a few days among the partridges, I must 
go back to my patients and hospital, leaving 
Holford, who could not shoot, to the derision 
of the neighbours. I seemed to have done 
nothing here ; I had been merely happy. 
Honey's position towards Holford was prac- 
tically unaltered, but one night something 
happened. 

We had had the usual music, and were stroll- 
ing in the garden, when suddenly I missed the 
girl's white gown and Holford, and stood still, 
looking about for them. 

It was a night for love — a night of perfume, 
of moonlight, of every potent influence that 
sets heart swaying towards heart ; and suddenly 
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in the distance I heard a muffled cry, a half- 
sob • • ,. in that moment I realised that 
Honey was in danger . . . perhaps the fine 
defences she had kept between them were 
down . . . and he had been drinking — the 
hour, the music, the night — all were against 
her. Loudly and imperatively I called out on 
her, not moving a step, for she must free 
herself of her own will, not mine . • . and 
for a moment my heart stood still, my pulses 
thundered ; then she came running to me — 
breathless, lovely, a torch on fire, kindled by 
a base man*s passions, and almost fell at my 
feet in the greatness of her trembling. 

" Ben I '* she moaned in a stammering 
whisper ; " Ben, you called me. Oh, thank 
God that you called me I " And with that 
was gone, and Holford was beside me, his 
face black in the moonlight. 

"Curse you," he said, "for your interfer- 
ence ! Are you going to marry Miss Bury, 
or am I ? " 

" Neither of us, I should say." 

He gave a falsetto laugh that had every 
quality of ofiFensive caddishness in it, and 
said, 
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"Only, you see, she happens to love me^ 
not you." 

" Don't call it love," I said, and left him, for 
I could not trust myself. Nor could I face 
Honey that night. 

I must give up the shooting, and Mary and 
I would take the girl to town the following 
day. But if her own heart had turned traitor 
at the last, not I, or any other could save her. 

Hardly noticing where I went, I presently 
came full upon the French maid, Annette, in a 
shrubbery. She turned quickly at sound of 
my footstep, and smiled as at one expected ; 
then, seeing my face, uttered an exclamation, 
and ran back to the house. 

For whom was she waiting — one of the men- 
servants or Holford ? I disliked the woman, 
any coalition between the two, boded harm 
to Honey ; but though I lingered, hoping 
Holford would appear, I saw no one ; and 
presently, through the open window of the 
smoking-room, I saw him sitting half asleep, 
his cigar out, and brandy and soda on a table 
beside him. 

Looking closer, his attitude did not strike 
me as a natural one. He was pretending 
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sleepiness, and why but to put me ofF my 
guard ? Annette and he were concocting 
some scheme of villainy that night, to which 
the scene in the garden with Honey may have 
been only a prelude, and for a moment I 
thought of taking Mary into my confidence, 
but abandoned the idea ; and before returning 
to the house, I had made my plans for the 
night. 

Honey had so far escaped him, but I began 
to see where Annette came in, and the mean- 
ing of her presence there ; for if Holford 
once succeeded in compromising Honey with 
Annette's knowledge, no earthly power could 
save the girl from becoming his wife. 

The corridor upon which the principal 
chambers at Burghfield gave, had at one end 
an oriel window with fitted seat, and heavy 
velvet curtains, partly drawn. Behind these 
latter I sat down, and presently saw Honey 
and Mary Cassilis approach, linger awhile at 
Mary's door, then kiss and part, Honey 
coming on alone to her room, the long, 
supple lines of her arms and bosom showing 
like pale bronze against the darker shade of 
her gauzy gown. Nymph of the woods, not 
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brown boy, was she then, and in her eyes a 
look of shame, as if sin, not Nature, had 
lately touched her • • • yet glad withal, as at 
a danger narrowly escaped, a danger that she 
had never realised, till brought face to face 
with it that night. 

She passed me close on going into her 
room, and I heard her shut the door, but no 
key was turned ; keys had never before been 
needed at Burghfield. 

Gradually all sound in the house ceased. 
The servants had gone to their own wing, 
Holford remained below ; thus passed an 
hour. Then the light of his candle struck 
the wall at the head of the staircase, and soon 
he came into sight. 



Looking back on that night, I see its events 
flung like black shadows on a clear blind, for 
it was all dumb -show ; the few whispered 
words did not affect the movement of the 
play, either to forward, or to hinder it. 

Stretch the curtain — watch the shadows. 
First, Holford's handsome figure, a little un- 
steadily, crosses the blind. He seems to 
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peer downward here and there, really at the 
doors ; pauses at one, then disappears into 
his own room, and the blind is dark — there 
is an interval of time. 

Once again the blind is clear, and Holford's 
furtive shadow is stealing very gradually, 
stealthily as a forest animal who braves 
danger at every step, towards something in 
the distance. He lays his hand on a door 
handle, and as he turns it, another hand closes 
over his. • • • I see the figures of two men 
mingle in silent, breathless combat ; one wins, 
and thrusts the other before him down the 
corridor into a room • • . and locks him in. 
Hardly has he disappeared when a graceful 
Parisian shadow appears, that holds up its 
hands, protests, would advance, but is driven 
back, hands to ears, shuddering and terrified. 

Once more all is dark. The next silhou- 
ette is of a maiden, peacefully sleeping. It 
vanishes, to show a man without, watching ; 
then all clears away . . . the shadow-play is 
at an end. 



CHAPTER XVII 

'' Blossom of hawthorne whitens in May ; 
Never an end to love's true sway ! 

** Blossom of hawthorne fades in June ; 
I shall be tired of my true love soon ! 

" Blossom of hawthorne's gone in July ; 
Sweetheart, I must be off — ^good-bye ! " 

" T T strikes me," said Mary at breakfast 
X next morning, " that we are conjugating 
the verb * to girn.* I girn, thou girnest " — she 
nodded at Honey — ^^he girns" — looking at 
me — " and if we are all going to girn together. 
Heaven save us from Bedlam I Because that 
jade Annette has run away in the night, and 
Mr. Holford has urgent business that takes 
him to Exeter, pray, are we all to behave as if 
we were conducting our own funerals ? " 

I protested against the verb as applied to 
Honey, who was quiet indeed, but by no 
means cast down. 

210 
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" Where did you get the woman ? " said 
Mary. " I always knew there was something 
wrong about her — her linen was far better 
than mine ! " 

"You know that Lawrence asked me to 
take her," said Honey coldly. " She had lived 
with one of his friends ; and she did my hair 
beautifully in town." 

" And her own," said Mary. " I fancy she 
has been more mistress than maid." Here 
Mary jumped to conclusions, and a woman's 
jumps (when mounted on fancy) easily include 
the whole world, while in the rock of the 
saddle, truth is jerked out of her. *^ I wonder 
if she and Holford have eloped together ? " 

" Oh I " cried Honey, with heaving breast, 
"because he killed a man — for me — because 
he has been in prison, you are all down on 
him, you all have a kick at him ; and I — I 
love him all the more for being down in the 
world I Faults he has, but I wish he had 
more, that I might forgive them all ! Soon 
he will be the master of this house, and, mean- 
while, not a word shall be said against him 
in it ! " 

Wilder words trembled on her lips, but 
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choking them down, she rose, and left the 
room. 

I had never before seen Mary look so badly. 
For a moment I thought she was going to 
faint. 

" What can we do ? " she cried. " The first 
thing he will do is to clear us out ; if an angel 
came down from heaven, he would not con- 
vince her. Even if she knew of last night, 
the scoundrel, she would forgive him. Ben, 
all our work and his carelessness is undone — 
he has got her back." 

So Mary knew — had known all along. I 
felt cold with the thought that but for an 
accident — for Mary's and my care — Honey 
might have gone down, down in the swirl 
of passion that closes round maidens' hearts 
and lives. Their bodies may afterwards come 
to the surface, indeed, but they are dead in 
all that life holds dear, and of good repute. 

" You wouldn't trust me," said Mary, " so 
I played my own game. Annette is one of the 
women who adored Holford before the bother 
with Hammersley. She intrigued to come 
here as Honey's maid, to do any devil's work 
he wanted ; and I pretended blindness, and 
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helped her, while you went blundering on, 
trying to trick him of some other woman. 
Silly Billy ! don't you see what her share in 
last night's business was ? To find him with 
Honey. It was timed to a moment, as Honey 
would have made short work of him ; but her 
reputation would have been ruined, and she 
would have been forced to marry Holford." 

I sat staring, amazed at Mary's duplicity, 
her cleverness, though she took my idiocy as 
a matter of course. 

" His influence over women is simply 
enormous," said Mary. "Look at Honey — 
she thoroughly despises, yet loves him 1 Now 
in the garden last night " 

" Oh, do you know that too ? " I exclaimed. 

Mary smiled pityingly. 

"My dear Ben, I've had my finger on 
Honey's pulse the whole time. When he 
has had melting moments towards her, she 
has not known it, or been annoyed at one of 
his betises. When she has melted, he has not 
been in the mood — last night both melted at 
the same moment. * Brethren, if our hearts 
betray us ' — it should have been * sisters.' 
Well, you cut in and spoiled that game, and 
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then he played his last black, dishonourable 
card ; but now I think he is gone for good." 

" You were watching last night ? " I said. 

Mary nodded. 

"I have seen too many of those tricks 
played at the expense of my sex — especially 
in country houses — not to keep my eyes and 
ears open," she said. "I saw and heard 
everything that passed." 

"His game is not up," I said. *^You 
forget that she is absolutely ignorant of last 
night*s occurrences, and she is angry with us 
both. She will believe Aiw." 

"It's all your fault," said Mary irritably. 
" You never put any real back into the affair ; 
you could have got her away from him by 
just lifting up your finger, and you wouldn't. 
Don't you suppose she has found out that 
one can do almost anything with a gentleman, 
but is always pulling up against a blank wall 
with a man who isn't ? " 

"Only she happens to love Holford," I 
said. 

"You like the girl more than you think," 
said Mary sharply, "or why didn't you go 
abroad, as usual, instead of coming here ? 
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When a man's happy, he won't stir. He only 
travels when he is wretched." 

I shook my head in a way flatly discourag- 
ing to her suspicions. 

" You suit each other. After all, is happi- 
ness in marriage a question, not of love, but 
suitability ? Honey is at her best when you 
are by, you are at yours when she is there ; 
you stimulate one another, and in the right 
way. Ah, my boy, most of us have at least 
once in our lives said *no* in our pride to 
the thing we most passionately coveted ! " 

"I might just as well have stayed away," 
I said angrily, and got up and walked to the 
window, where I uttered a sharp exclamation 
that made Mary turn in her chair to see what 
had startled me, and there, through the open 
window, we saw Holford walking in the 
garden with Honey, who, pausing to pluck 
a rose, fixed it in his button-hole, smiling up 
in his face the while. 

The room in which we sat, the scene with- 
out, were essentially English and homelike, 
and I thought of all the happiness missed, of 
all that might have been theirs had Holford 
been a true man, as it was, the scene jarred. 
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Mary shrugged her shoulders. 

" What are we to do ? " she said. " There's 
no power on earth will part a man and 
woman when they are in the mind to be 
together, and just now Honey's mood is one 
of especial tenderness towards him^ and anger 
against me. If she had not given her word 
to me not to marry him secretly, he would 
be taking her to a registrar in Exeter this 
very day." 

"I had thought of that," I said, greatly 
relieved ; " but Honey's word is her bond." 

"Nothing will separate them," said Mary, 
"but some proof of his badness, so over- 
whelming, so flagrant, that she could not 
overlook it ; and he is much too clever to 
give her that chance. I watched him pretty 
closely with Annette, but all the love-making 
was on her side, not his." 

A servant entered with a telegram for me. 
In real life, as in love, it is only the im- 
possible that happens, and when we supposed 
Holford gone it was written that he should 
return, and I depart. 

" Come at once — Dawson." 

" No answer," I said. 
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" More secrets ? " said Mary, and raised 
ironical brows. "You had better tell me — it 
saves time." 

"When I have something to tell, I will," 
I said, and walked in a brown study out of 
the room, and into the drawing-room, its 
many windows giving on enchanting views, 
and stood staring at her portrait. 

Freshness, purity, simplicity, culture — these 
struck the keynote of Honey's home, as 
loyalty of her character, were all to be laid 
waste by the man into whose eyes she was at 
that moment looking in the garden ? 

"I must go," I said aloud. I did not 
shrink from the scene inevitable with Holford 
if I remained, but my soul did sicken at the 
futility of it. "When I come back I may 
have something to tell you," I said. " Mean- 
while guard Honey well." 

" When didn't I ? " snapped Mary. " Set 
a man to catch a man, and — but I won't 
waste breath on you. When do you re- 
turn ? " 

I shook my head. After events proved 
that I did well not to fix a date. 

"There is a train in three-quarters of an 



2i8 "HONEY" 

hour," I said. "Will you ask Honey if I 
may have the dog-cart to take me to Exeter ? 
I shall only take a handbag." 

Honey came running at the news, all anger 
forgotten, and begged me to hurry back as 
quickly as I could. 

"To-night, if possible," I said, knowing 
that she would tell Holford. Then I wished 
her good-bye, kissed Mary, and was off. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

" Work thou within, we'll work without. 
And I'll be sworn we'll set thee free." 

BUT though I drove fast, I barely caught 
my train. As I ran along the platform 
the stationmaster, holding open a carriage door, 
uttered a sharp ejaculation as I sprang in, and, 
rooted to the spot, stared after me literally as 
if he had seen a ghost. 

I had brought nothing to read. There were 
three other people in my compartment, two 
men and a nondescript. As far as the waist 
it was a man, then it sacrificed itself to a petti- 
coat. One felt that with those features, that 
short hair and moustache, it would have been 
more honourable to wear breeches. And yet 
this mistake of Nature — and Nature is con- 
stantly making these mistakes — changing the 
sex at the last moment, when she has formed 
the character for the sex that isn't, was to 

render me yeoman's service later in the day. 

219 
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We were going at a tremendous rate of 
speed, when I sprang up with an impulse to 
stop the train, just as if I were touching an 
electric button to summon a servant, for 
suddenly I saw the truth, that Dawson 
had not wired to me at all — Holford had 
got me out of the way by a trick. 

Meanwhile I landed in the lap of Nature's 
mistake, and she shot me cleverly, and with- 
out spleen, back into my own seat. 

" I had forgotten something," I said, for the 
eyes over her moustache were honest, and she 
nodded comprehendingly, and returned to her 
flask and sandwiches. 

Suddenly there came a g-r-r-r, a tremendous 
vibration, as the brakes were applied to the 
length of the train — a breathless sensation, as 
of being shot from a catapult to destruction, 
then a crashing and splintering, a furious earth- 
quake in which for a moment I saw the blue 
sky above me, then — nothing. 

It might have been a matter of eternity, or 
only a few moments between ; but what I saw 
next, was a black moustache hovering anxiously 
above me, and, glancing round, found myself 
in a cottage bedroom plastered with coloured 
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prints, while a lamp in the distance informed 
me that the time was night. 

"That's right," said my neighbour of the 
' train, and then I saw that her head was ban- 
daged, and became aware that mine was aching 
badly. 

" The doctor has just gone," she said. " He 
wasn't sure you would wake up — here." 

" There was a smash, I suppose," I said ; 
"but I can't remember." 

An expression of pain — pure womanish — 
crossed her manly features as she said, " Axle 
broke. It was very bad ; I never saw any- 
thing worse. My name's Jebb, Sarah Jebb. 
We somersaulted through the roof together, 
and fell into a field, clear of the wreck, and 
they brought us in here." 

" Your head ? " I said, looking at the 
bandages. 

"Only gashed — no fracture. But you* II 
have to be careful." 

" I must let them know at Exeter," I said, 
struggling to get up. 

" Man alive ! " she said, " it's midnight, and 
we are on the outskirts of a village, with 
probably no telegraph office for miles. Now, 
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when you have taken this sleeping-draught, 
I'm going down to the living-room > knock 
on the floor with this stick if you want any- 
thing, but I think you'll sleep." 

I drank it down, noting the shakiness of my 
hand, and again there was an interval of un- 
consciousness that seemed to me much longer 
than the first one, though it was only a matter 
of hours. 

I came out of it to see Sarah Jebb sitting 
beside me, spectacles on nose, reading a news- 
paper with great interest ; but the moment I 
opened my eyes, she knew it, and felt my pulse 
as my hand lay on the patchwork counterpane. 

" Good ! " she said. " Now you shall have 
some breakfast." And she went to the door, 
and called to someone below ; and the sound 
of clinking cups and saucers, and the smell of 
food rose up to me so gratefully, that I knew 
I was not going to die just yet. 

" I'm as right as a trivet," I said. " I hope 
you are in less pain, and slept well." 

She nodded in a casual way, as if scalp 
wounds came all in the day's work. 

**It seems a special correspondent was in 
the train," she said. ** More extraordinary 
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still, the yokel here takes in a newspaper, and 
it's actually delivered by twelve o'clock. The 
disaster was worse than I thought," and she 
shook her head. "Twelve killed, forty 
severely injured. I will read you the list 
of the killed. *Mr. Ben Cassilis — 
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« What ! " I shouted ; « but I'm herer 

Sarah Jebb looked puzzled, and read further 
down the paper — 

" * He had not a scrap of anything on him 
by which he could be identified,'" she said, 
"*but a servant who had waited on him at 
Burghfield, and was in the same train, 
swore to him as Mr. Cassilis.' Have you a 
double ? " 

I nodded. By this time Mary Cassilis 
would have heard of my supposed death ; so 
would Honey, so would Holford, and the 
thought of him gave me pause. If he had 
summoned me to town on a fool's errand, 
it was because he had an especial reason for 
getting me out of the way ; if he believed 
me dead, he would be oflT-guard, and I would 
have a better chance of defeating him ; and as 
he did not know of the existence of my 
double, he would suspect nothing. Even if 
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the JExeter man had friends there, it would 
take some little time to prove his identity, 
therefore town, not Exeter, must be my 
destination. 

I had barely formed a rapid plan of 
campaign, when an apple-cheeked old woman 
brought in my breakfast of home-cured 
bacon and new-laid eggs, served on delft, but 
both that and the pewter were spotlessly clean 
and bright, and I ate with appetite. 

Her accent told me that I was in my own 
county, and as a matter of fact, we were only 
a few miles from Salisbury. When I ascer- 
tained from her that the next fast train would 
leave for town in about an hour, I told her to 
get a conveyance of some kind to take me into 
the town, and she went to see about it ; but 
Sarah Jebb looked grave, and begged me to 
see the doctor before I left." 

"I am a surgeon myself," I said. "Why 
not travel up with me ? — and I can give an eye 
to your bandages if necessary." 

She laughed at the tables being thus turned 
upon her, and after a hasty toilette, and a 
recompense to my hostess, I climbed beside 
Miss Jebb to the spring-board of a jolting- 
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cart, and away we bumped and banged into 
Salisbury. 

I was weaker than I thought, and glad when 
the train came up, getting into a carriage as 
quickly as possible. There was a wait of 
some minutes there, and a rush of people to 
the refreshment buffet ; and as I idly watched 
them returning to the train, suddenly Hol- 
ford's figure emerged with startling distinct- 
ness, seeming to advance right upon me. 

I drew back, but he passed on ; it had been 
sheer luck that he was not looking in my 
direction, and my chances of getting even with 
him ruined, and I felt myself trembling with 
excitement at my narrow escape. 

He lookeH eager, alert, like a man full of 
good tidings, also like one about to do some- 
thing he especially desired ; and I said to 
myself, " Going to the woman with the broken 
finger — he loses no time." 

Well, I was going too. 

We had a quick run up, almost silent as 
regarded my kind friend and myself, but 
before we got to Waterloo, I begged the loan 
from her of a large square of black silk she had 
in her bag, and in promising to return it, gave 
Q 
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her my name and address, and asked her some 
day to come and see me. 

She started at the name, but made no com- 
ment ; lent me the square, and watched me tie 
it over my head, and under my chin, in such a 
way that only the tip of my nose was visible, 
yet still she expressed no surprise. In short, I 
found her of quite consistent manliness and 
reticence throughout, and the grip of her hand 
at parting was manly too. 

I remained in the carriage till Holford had 
passed, then, guessing correctly that he had no 
luggage, got into a hansom not far behind his, 
and telling the driver to keep the other in 
sight, followed him to the house off the Euston 
Road where Dawson and I had been so fooled 
by him a few weeks previously. 

He must have wired from Salisbury, for I 
saw a coarse hct look out from an upper 
window as he approached; and as he sprang 
out, with my stick I signalled my driver to go 
on, and left the street by the other end, know- 
ing well enough what I wished to do next — 
only time was against it. 

For only one thing could cure Honey now — 
to bring her face to face with the woman and 
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Holford together, and Honey was in Devon- 
shire. Even if I wired immediately it was 
utterly impossible for her to catch the 6 train, 
arriving at 10.30, and on the morrow he would 
probably return to Burghfield, and so the 
opportunity would be for ever lost. 

All the luck had been on Holford's side up 
to now, but, for once, the stars in their courses 
fought with me, and strange and unexpected 
was the news that awaited me in Harley Street, 
where I was taken for my own ghost. I 
could not but think then, that the dead show 
their wisdom in not returning to earth, once 
they have departed, for my housekeeper alone 
visibly rejoiced at my appearance, and handed 
me a telegram received by her from Mary 
Cassilis only a few minutes before I arrived. 
It said that she and Miss Bury were returning 
to Brook Street by the 4. 1 5 train from Exeter, 
as though Mr. Holford had gone by an early 
train to Salisbury to identify the body, and 
thence to town, she preferred to make all 
arrangements for the funeral herself. 

Now it was unlikely that Holford, alighting 
at Salisbury, and continuing his journey by the 
12.5 (the very train in which I was), knew of 
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this sudden resolve of Mary's to come up, so 
with any sort of luck I should find him where 
I had left him, and thought that I had my 
quarry safe at last. He was not likely to take 
the woman out to dinner — for one reason she 
reflected no credit on his taste, for another, he 
was too crafty to do anything to endanger his 
position with Honey; and he might easily be 
recognised. 

I partook of some food, for I was still 
shaky, and my head none of the clearest ; 
then I wired for Dawson, hardly expecting to 
find him in town, but he came at once, being 
a genius in the matter of self-control, and the 
taking of no holidays. He was a little distant 
— he had not forgiven me for mistrusting him 
— ^and it gave me a shock to find that he had 
been watching Holford on his own account in 
Exeter. He knew all about Annette, and he 
had at first misunderstood her presence at 
Burghfield, but later on he had suspected a 
plot against Miss Bury, in which Annette was 
to assist. Holford was very unpopular in the 
county, and it was perfectly well known that 
he did not in the least care about Honey, 
only her fortune. He had kept up a corre- 
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spondence with the lady of the broken finger, 
but after his scare in the Albany ran no risks, 
and had not since visited her. Dawson had 
seen the account of my death in the railway 
accident, and regretted it as a point scored to 
Holford. 

I laughed at this ; the depth of the man's 
animosity to me showed how the wound still 
rankled of my doubts of him, and I frankly 
begged his forgiveness, upon which he met 
me handsomely, and we quickly made our 
plans for the night. 

"The woman is in the same place," said 
Dawson. " He prefers to keep her under his 
thumb, knowing that all he gives her goes in 
drink, or on her bullies. But he pays her 
landlady regularly — and the same servant is 
there, and will admit me. I will be at the 
house from nine till ten to-night. And if 
this case," he said in departing, "which has 
been one of the most baffling and unsatis- 
factory ones I've ever had the handling of, is 
cleared up through your supposed death, sir, 
then you'll have reason to bless that double of 
yours aU your life." 

" Poor chap ! " I said to myself, as I took a 
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turn or b¥0 up and down the room. But my 
spirits had risen, and suddenly I thought of 
pretty, witty Nell Gwynne, who, when the 
manager came to carry her off the stage after 
she had stabbed herself, jumped up, and ex- 
claimed angrily, " Hold ! are you mad ? You 
damned, confounded dog, I am to rise and 
speak the epilogue 1 " 

Well, I was dead — apparently, yet I was 
going to speak an epilogue, the epilogue of 
Holford's play that night ; Honey was saved, 
and my heart sang. 

I took Mrs. Mistley with me to Waterloo, 
that I might not startle Mary by a sudden 
appearance before her. It was just possible 
that from the stationmaster at Exeter she 
might learn of the case of mistaken identity, 
for I understood now the meaning of that 
official's scared look when, having seen my 
double get into one part of the train, he saw, 
as he supposed, the same person boarding it 
from another direction. 

But when Mary's train came in, and from a 
distance I saw her get out, so shrunken, so 
grief-stricken, that I barely recognised her, I 
knew that she had heard nothing ; then I 
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looked at Honey, and saw that her brown face 
was all disfigured with weeping, and tears of 
gladness came into my own eyes that I had 
two such women to care so deeply whether 
I lived or died. 

1 saw Mrs. Mistley make her way to them, 
and Mary turn towards her in silent recogni- 
tion ; then, at the light that broke on their 
faces as the woman spoke, I ran to them, and 
in a moment both were in my arms. 

" Ben — my boy, my boy 1 " cried Mary. 

She had utterly lost self-control, sobbed 
and stammered helplessly ; the shock, the 
boundless relief, had followed each other too 
swiftly to enable her to pretend, and I got 
them into a cab, leaving Mrs. Mistley to 
follow with maid and luggage, and we drove 
away holding each other's hands, one of us 
too deeply moved to speak, the others dizzy 
with that most stupendous miracle earth 
affords — the return to us living, of what we 
passionately mourned as dead. 

" We saw it in this morning's paper," said 
Mary disjointedly. " Then came a wire from 
James, who was taking a holiday, to a fellow- 
servant corroborating it. Holford offered to 
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identify body, and arrange everything, but 
Honey and I could not rest, and followed." 

"My double was in the train," I said, 
"actually wore clothes of the same pattern, 
made by the same Exeter tailor. Honey, do 
you remember your insults to those grey 
clothes ? James saw his body, and leaped to 
conclusions — the special correspondent did the 
rest." 

When we had calmed down somewhat, and 
were nearing home, but still Honey's and 
Mary's little hands were holding my great fists 
fast, I said, 

"Holford does not know you have come 
up ?. " 

« No." 

Honey spoke, coldly, curtly, producing that 
effect of harshness to those present, while in- 
tending it for the absent, that is one of women's 
ways all the world over, and I saw that she 
was angry with Holford. Perhaps he had re- 
joiced too openly over my supposed hurried 
exit from life, and afterwards I knew that this 
had been the case, his malignant ^cultation 
had for once made him act truth, and she had 
hated him heartily for it. 
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We fell silent after that, driving through 
the half-deserted town in the hot August 
night, for by now it was close on nine o'clock, 
and time pressed. But Honey was ex- 
hausted with emotion and travel, and must 
eat before I took her through the night's 
ordeal. 

"Little girl," I said, drawing her aside 
when we had got into the house, and the 
servants were pressing round their mistress, 
" there is work to be done to-night, and you 
must ask no questions, but put yourself en- 
tirely in my hands, and do it, will you ? " 

She was very pale as she looked steadfastly 
at me. 

" Yes," she said. 

" Then you will at once wash away this dust, 
get something to eat, then come with me." 

She nodded. Her lips were very white ; 
her eyes very steady — all spelled Holford. 

To me the issues of that night seemed 
tremendous as those of a great battle, a battle 
in which she was bound to lose all, yet in cold 
blood I was leading her to nameless shame 
and defeat, and my heart failed me as I looked 
in her brave eyes, and turned away. 



CHAPTER XIX 

** But now I only hear 
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar 

Retreating to the breath 
Of the night-wind down the edges drear 

And naked shingles of the world.*' 

I SOUGHT Mary, who alarmed me by her 
pallor and look of collapse, and for a 
brief moment she leaned her head against 
my shoulder, and I felt her body trembling 
violently. 

Now I am a dense person, but somehow 
I felt then that a woman must always stand 
alone, save for such fugitive touches ; that her 
father leans on his wife, her brother on his 
wife, her son will look to his sweetheart for 
his happiness, and all she can hope to win, to 
keep her happy, is the stranger-husband she 
has beckoned to her side, though if he die, 
or fail her, what has she of love, or joy, or 

comfort ? 
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"I think one must die to learn how rich 
in love one is," I said, as I kissed her, and 
then, very quickly, for time pressed, I told 
her where Holford was, and that I was taking 
Honey to the place where he and the other 
woman were ; also that if Dawson did not 
effect for us a silent entry, I would force my 
way in openly. 

Mary shuddered. , 

"It's savage, it's incredible," she said in 
a convulsion of horror, "Honey in such a 
scene as that . . . some women would die, 
but she will not — only be scarred cruelly to 
her dying day. And men don't like women 
scarred by their fellow wild beasts," she 
added in her old discursive way, then re- 
membered, and kissed my hand tenderly. 

"Better be honourably scarred than dead 
spiritually," I said. " Here she comes. Kiss 
her, Mary, and pray for her ; she will want 
all your prayers." 

Honey had removed all signs of travel, 
and her frock of brown cambric and chocolate 
lace, her hat, the bunch of deep orange 
roses tucked in her belt were all fresh as her 
own young womanhood, and I knew that her 
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indefinable air of race and breeding would 
exasperate to the point of madness, the gutter- 
bred woman to whom we went. 

The girl was too brave to wince when 
Mary's tears fell on her face ; she had herself 
completely in hand as we drove swiftly away, 
but as we went, I could not but think of that 
other drive we had taken together, when, all 
exalted with love, and joy, and pride in Holford, 
we had gone to meet him . . . and now what 
were we doing but track a mean hound to his 
lair ? For it came to this : I was taking her 
in cold blood to behold her degradation, to 
see her love put violently to the death, nor 
knew I if it were so deep in her heart's fibres, 
but in killing it, she killed herself. 

It was impossible that she should know 
what lay at the end of our journey, but her 
imagination was keen, and perhaps she fancied 
worse things, for once she said quietly — 

" He is dead ? " Then, as I shook my 
head, she made no further question, and all 
too quickly we were there — Dawson stood by 
the door, and a touch from him set it wide. 
When I had paid the cabman, I took Honey's 
hand, and said — " Come ! " 



" HONEY " 237 

As we climbed the dingy stairs, I heard 
voices above, louder this time than on the 
last occasion, coarser too, as Holford's voice 
was more unconstrained even than the woman's, 
for he had let himself go. 

The door stood partly open. Whom had 
they to fear ? For Ben Cassilis was dead. 
Honey in Devon, Dawson's claws were cut, 
the woman of the house a paid dependant, 
and Holford's whole base nature broke out, 
and revelled, and wallowed in the triumph of 
the orgy of that hour. 

Through the aperture (ourselves in dark- 
ness) we saw the woman sitting on Holford's 
knee, with the easy comfort of long habit, 
and the mark of the beast was on both their 
faces. Gross she was, and bland ; the great 
coarse nostrils, the upturned nose, reeked of 
the pavement. The remains of a vulgar feast 
were on the table, a black bottle and glasses 
were at his elbow. 

" Now rU have no nonsense, mind," he was 
saying. "FU put you into a decent place, 
but the first time I find you out, you'll 
clear." 

The woman laughed. 
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"Then you'll have to come often," she 
said. 

"I will," he said, savagely and thickly, 
" She talks too much ; it is a relief to get to 
you. I hate a clever woman." 

She purred over him in her own feline, 
sensual way, and for a while they discussed 
the extent of Honey's fortune. 

"I wonder what she is doing now?" she 
said. A low woman always loves to talk 
familiarly and impudently of the clean one. 

"Howling for that dead fat-head, very 
likely," he said. "They were as alike as 
two peas in a pod — green, confiding idiots. 
Neither of them had ever seen life. He 
looked no different dead, to when he was a 
live, overgrown vegetable." 

" Curse him ! " said the woman impartially, 
and freed an arm to pour herself out some 
more gin. "Lor', his face, when he found old 
Willie instead of you ! But a fine man," and 
she nodded approvingly and tipsily. 

She appeared to me quite consistent in 
her methods of dealing with Holford. Her 
atrocious blandness, her complaisance, her 
habit of always agreeing with him, of en- 
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couraging the very worst in him, alternated 
with fits that roused the brutal, possessive 
instinct in the man, as now. 

" Well, he's dead^"' said Holford exultantly. 
"And ril come here, or to the new place, 
when I like, and how I like. She won't listen 
to anybody, and once we're married, it doesn't 
matter if she does." 

"She's a silly, conceited fool," jeered the 
woman. "She actually swallowed it when 
you told her you killed Hammersley for 
her — not me." 

"The brute had no right to sneak round 
after you when my back was turned," said 
Holford in a sullen fury. " The Bury woman 
may have as many men after her as she likes ; 
a wife's one thing, a mistress is another." 

The woman laughed again. She had him 
fast in the mortice of habit ; she would loose 
her hold of him when death broke it, or to 
please herself — not before. 

" And if you have a kid ? " she said, with 
a kind of spurious jealousy, for it was so 
clear — and perhaps this was the most galling 
to Honey — that she felt none. 

It was in her infidelity that she had the 
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surest hold on Holford — just as frequently, 
not a woman's faithfulness to him, but his 
infidelities to her, constitute a wife's strongest 
claim on a man. 

"And if you have a kid," repeated the 
woman, "can't you hear?" 

" All the better — I'll be out with you every 
night." 

"Good job both ours died," said the woman 
gloomily, for she was fast reaching the tipsily 
lachrymose stage. 

"Awful good luck, especially as they weren't 
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The woman laughed. For sheer brutality 
Zola himself could not have beaten the scene, 
if Honey had been an angel from heaven, she 
would not have had a chance with this man 
and this woman, with their violent passions, 
and completely dehumanised hearts. 

"I'll send her down to Burghfield for half 
the year," he said. "And you can always 
come to Exeter when I am forced to be at the 
cursed place." 

And then — then they talked Honey, and 
in their talk, all their black grudge against 
her came out, for they felt for her all the 
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hatred that fine qualities arouse in the base ; 
and she saw herself through the lens of two 
coarse minds, all that was most precious in 
her derided, her every action travestied, 
muddied, exaggerated, out of focus ; and she 
went through the double shame of seeing 
herself thus, and my seeing her also. 

Looks, character, temperament — they took 
her over every inch of the ground, devastated 
and laid bare the very holy of holies of her 
thoughts, to which a woman admits the man 
she loves. And if Honey blenched, it was 
with the sheer physical horror of the thing 
— her spirit, the hand that held my hand 
never faltered ; beyond the whiteness of her 
cheek she gave no sign. 

"It was child's play deceiving the idiot. 
IVe been more than a match for her I '* Hol- 
ford concluded in triumph ; and then Honey 
let my hand go, and stepped forward into the 
room, and faced them. 

" You are right," she said ; " you have been 
more than a match for me." 

She had the look, the clear address, the 
pure voice and intonation that marked the 
gulf between her and the creature clutching 

R 
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Holford's neck, and he made an efFort to rise, 
but Honey held her hand up — never had I 
seen her look so proud and beautiful — and 
silenced him. 

" Do not move. You are worthy of each 
other, and you " — she addressed the unspeak- 
able woman — "are more than welcome to 

him ! Ben " I came to her side, and at 

sight of me, the blood, and bone, and muscle 
of the man seemed to dissolve — he thought 
me dead — he had seen me dead, and he 
suddenly buckled up, his head fell over on 
the woman's shoulder, and I dragged Honey 
out, and pulled the door sharply to, before a 
heavy fall shook the house. 

I think Honey was blind ; even with my 
arm to hold her up, she groped her way out 
. . . but when we were half-way home, she 
spoke. 

" Oh ! my God," she said in a strange, 
cracked voice (would the youth pver come 
back to it ?), " how many poor girls are drifting, 
have drifted to the fate from which you have 
saved me ! ... I saw it all in a flash, like a 
play in which scene rapidly succeeds scene, 
with no waits between. ... I seemed to hold 
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my litde baby in my arms — and I love children 
— and he off with her, the pair jeering at me, 
talking me over . . . what did she do with those 
poor children — kill them ? I saw my home 
smirched and soiled, he coming from her to 
me. • . . Oh ! he would have taken me to 
church — I might have been the mother of 
his child, but I would never have been wife, 
I should never have had a husband ; whatever 
I did, would have been wrong. . . . Ben, if 
it had been you that died, my life must have 
been a foul, living hell ! " 

It was true. I had seen it so often. Ripple 
after ripple, wave upon wave, I had seen joyous 
girlhood, glorious womanhood, advance gaily 
on the rock of manhood, only to be dashed 
back broken. 

Ignorance, Nature, love, flung these women 
on that rock ; the corrupt, the subtle, never 
braved it. Honey was only one of millions, 
and I had seen many lives beaten out in that 
way, therefore had I tried to save her. 

I had never known a woman but I had 
found some good in her ; I had never known 
a man who was not partly brute, and more or 
less unfair in his dealings with women, who 
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was not, according to his mood, too tender, or 
too hard upon her. 

"Mary is ill," I said, as we neared Brook 
Street, and I held Honey's hand fast. " For 
her sake, try and think, not of what you are 
suffering to-night, but of what you have 
escaped — that all men are not blackguards 
because you have had the misfortune to come 
across one." 

Her hand tightened on mine. She did not 
speak again, and when we arrived, she got out 
quickly, and walked without assistance into 
the house, where confusion reigned, for in our 
absence Mary had been, and was, very ill, and 
her doctor was now in attendance on her. 

They would not admit me, but when I saw 
him, he, after the manner of doctors, flouted 
me in a case that was not surgical, and merely 
said there was no further danger, and left. 
But when I saw Mary, the colour of her lips, 
the smell of certain drugs, told me that it had 
been a seizure of the heart ; yet she refused 
to be tragic, or admit that anything was really 
amiss, inquiring eagerly as to how Honey and 
I had fared, and of all that had happened that 
night, growing visibly stronger as she listened. 
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At the end of the story she nodded her head 
with intense triumph and satisfaction, as if I 
had brought her the very best news in the 
world. 

"Let her come to me," she said presently, 
and I went away as Honey entered, not daring 
to look in her face. 
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CHAPTER XX 

" A spirit intense and rare, with trace on trace 

Of passion, impudence, and energy. 

Valiant in velvet, light in ragged luck. 
• • • t • 

A deal of Ariel, just a streak of Puck.*' 

HONEY came out of that awful experi- 
ence cured, and took up a workable, 
everyday life where she had laid it down ; was 
once more the Squire, and, looking the County 
squarely in the face, declined to listen to its 
rejoicings at her escape, though I knew that 
she thanked God for it without ceasing. 

The sordid, hateful page of Holford, that 
intrusion of another world on hers, was torn 
abruptly out of her life, and with it, the 
cessation of that struggle between physical 
attraction, and mental disgust that had dis- 
tracted her throughout the brief period of her 
engagement to him, though the terror of 
knowing what she had so narrowly missed 

would remain with her to her dying day. 
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If her vanity had been equal to Holford's, 
which was like a great wound that embraced 
him from head to heel, so that he would com- 
pass heaven and earth to be revenged on the 
enemy who bruised it, she must have suffered 
much more keenly, but she had always been 
too busy fulfilling herself to look in a mirror, 
and see how she looked while doing it, and a 
nature so elastic was bound to recover itself 
quickly. 

It was as though her mind were a palimp- 
sest, on which was inscribed a touching and 
beautiful story, noble too, if very human, 
and Holford had rubbed those characters out, 
writing himself all over the page ; but lo I he 
had ceased to write, and the original screed 
came up clear and vivid, and the later inscrip- 
tion faded away as if it had never been. 

Moreover the strong- souled, the stout- 
hearted, who are aware of the dignity of life, 
the value of time, who have their part as good 
citizens to play in the game, do not pause for 
useless lamentations ; and I admired the way 
Honey took up her burden, and carried it 
lightly, affecting there was none. 

Mary, who rapidly recovered from an ill- 
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ness that she angrily called a betise^ went back 
with Honey to Devon, where the girl's fears 
for her were a smart stimulant to rid her of 
humiliating thoughts ; and when I went down 
for a few days late in September, I not only 
enjoyed excellent sport, but also the cheery 
evenings when we three sat together after 
dinner by the fireside, with no dissonant 
presence to disturb our happiness. 

Since last I had been there, my anger, or 
perhaps only a sense of the futility of things, 
had left me. Complete serenity had returned, 
and I walked as to a marching tune, though 
I saw no victory for myself, ahead — that 
Honey's battle had been won, contented me. 

The whole place breathed a different atmo- 
sphere now Holford was out of it, and Mary 
became once more her old diverting, incon- 
sequent self, or at least the self she had shown 
before the mask had been pulled aside, and 
her unexpectedly great affection for me re- 
vealed, as well as her great delicacy of health. 

Fat women have to be as careful in their 
conversation as their clothes (I once heard 
Mary say they've got to be casual in their 
lovers), a risque speech from them is coarse- 
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ness unadulterated ; but a slender, graceful 
woman may say appalling things without turn- 
ing a hair, or making you turn one either — 
and Mary always amused, never shocked even 
the " unco guid." 

Voice, manner, dress — all carried out the 
witty, impersonal attitude, yet at the back of 
it all, you knew the woman was good, felt 
that a deep swirl or undercurrent of life was 
always at work, for the most outwardly candid 
women are always the most reserved of heart, 
and like most people who seem to say every- 
thing, she really said nothing at all. 

Now this is baffling and irritating to ordi- 
nary man, who is obviously sulky or glad, but 
seldom pretends to what he does not feel ; yet 
for all her gaiety, I noted a change in Mary. 
Was the tired spirit in her growing clearer — 
the spirit at first too full of life and individ- 
uality, that for ever "came out by the same 
door where in it went ? '* Now it seemed to 
me, that other doors were opening to her 
that had been closed before, and one day a 
mighty travailler in souls had remarked to me 
of her — 

"Thank God, she's on the right platform !" 
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just as if she were catching an excursion train 
to heaven. 

One night, as we sat before the great re- 
cessed fireplace, the blazing logs piled high 
in the dog-grate, and illuminating our faces, 
leaving the oak-panelled hall in shadow, she 
held forth on a variety of topics, and in the 
first place declared she found human nature 
pretty much the same all the world over — 
furtively contumacious. 

" We are all, more or less, like the bhoys of 
Slattery's Mounted Foot, fond of 

" * Playing rebel tunes 

Cautiously on the dhrum. ' 

Sometimes we forget, and play too loud ; then 
we are found out, and punished," she said. 

*^ But if you do a thing that is wrong, and 
you know it, it doesn't matter how many 
other people know," said Honey. 

"My dear child, don't we all frankly de- 
spise our neighbours — criticise the shape of 
their double chins and stomachs, their choice 
of wives, and children, and pictures, yet lay 
out our lives to please 'em ? " 

"That you never did," cried Honey in- 
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dignandy. " Nor do I. Nevertheless, if one- 
half the things we regret and fear in sleepless 
hours of the night, were printed for our friends 
to read, there's hardly one would survive the 
shock to his friendship. Most people's lives 
are remorse for yesterday, fear for to-morrow. 
What a rest death must be ! " 

"One would think to hear you talk that you 
have lived a life of undetected crime," I said. 

" I've been selfish ; perhaps that's the worst 
crime of all. And I haven't put my share of 
love into the general pool ; I mean I have 
only loved to please myself, not others." 

"Love is good," I said slowly, "but is it 
the whole of life ? Someone has said that as 
it now stands, love is the thread of interest 
upon which we string the beads of life — some 
dark, some glittering. Surely the new genius 
will discover that life itself is the thread, and 
love only one, though perhaps the most beauti- 
ful, of the beads." 

"Ben," said Mary,"you are just like a shaggy, 
blundering Newfoundland, and when you do 
think of anything, it's sure to be wrong. And 
the man who said that, was even more wrong 
than you are." 
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"We are all," I said, "self-conscious indi- 
vidualists, who hear in the busy mart no voices 
stronger, more melodious, than our own. 
This overbearing, tyrannic self-consciousness 
refuses to allow us to absorb life, and the 
things of life, from some higher ground than 
that which we ourselves occupy. And why 
should you try to grab the whole necklace ? " 
I added grumblingly. "A woman's always 
wanting something she hasn't got." 

" But that's a woman I " cried Mary. 
" What you said is all right for a man, 
but where do the woman's other beads come 
in ? That one bead to her means home — the 
family life, the little high chair close by the 
mother's side, the young things growing up, 
the old growing down to them. All the other 
beads are of glass, slip through her hands, and 
are broken." 

Honey's eyes were shining. I seemed to 
hear the passion of her voice as she cried out 
on that dreadful night, " I love little children." 

" When her youth, and the lost gold of her 
hair, oh, magic I come back in her children," 
said Mary, " how can you reckon that a woman 
has lost everything } None of the other beads 
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give you back these. After all, is the life 
eternal for us here on earth — in our children ? 
If so, I shall have none." 

" Now you are wandering from the point, as 
usual," I said, sticking to my text. " I still 
maintain that love is all very well in its right 
place — a part of life, not the whole. Let a 
man for the time abandon himself entirely to it, 
just as to fighting, or money-making, but 
don't ask him to surrender the inmost recesses 
of his heart. There must be a wise reserve, 
and a woman will grow to love it, to respect 
it. Entire nakedness of soul is no more attrac- 
tive than that of body ; it requires a veil 
between to satisfy our sense of beauty, and for 
my part, I don't want beauty and luxuries of 
that sort — they make one * soft,' unfit for the 
struggle of life." I spoke roughly, brutally 
even, but there should be no mistake about it, 
that when I passed out of Honey's life, as I 
shortly would, she should have no delusions 
about my entire indifference — save as friends 
— to all the women I had ever known. 

" Man is not meant to be happy," I con- 
tinued, "but if he have progressed one single 
step up, instead of down, he has done his work 
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well — he has left his mark on posterity; for 
he has not only contributed his one perfect 
fragment to the mosaic of life, but his supreme 
effort towards the right will reappear from 
time to time in countless generations." 

"He won't if he doesn't marry the right 
woman," said Mary crossly. "The whole 
question resolves itself into whether he and 
she suit each other — ^are complete contrasts in 

colouring and disposition " she stopped 

abruptly, but looked neither at Honey nor 
at me. "Also," said Mary, "the woman who 
reduces her worries to adjectives, not com- 
mentaries on the vices of her husband, is a 
jewel, and undoubtedly the original person 
named in the Bible whose price was* far above 
rubies. Though, after all," she added dis- 
cursively, "the Book of Lamentations was 
written by a man I " 

"And when Job described himself as being 
poured out like water, he certainly had the 
Flu," cried Honey, eager to divert the con- 
versation into safer channels. 

But Mary was not to be switched off in 
this fashion, she always followed her mood. 
"The fatal honeymoon should be abolished," 
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she said. " The word is derived from the old 
Teutonic custom of drinking honey wine, 
^hydomel,' for thirty days after a marriage. 
Attila the Hun is said to have died from 
drinking an inordinate quantity of this very 
intoxicating liquor at a wedding-feast — and I 
wonder how many romances have been killed 
by the moon without the wine since ? " 

Honey did not try to guess, nor did I, and 
Mary went on — 

"But, after all, the wives of Attila and 
his crew, got a grasp of their husbands' 
characters at the very beginning, that they 
must have been fools indeed if they did 
not utilise afterwards — for most men are only 
natural when they are drunk I Drink up to 
a certain point abstracts a man's mind, he 
becomes his real self. That is why some of 
the finest literary work has been done under 
influence of drink or opium — if the man's 
mind were essentially great, be it understood, 
not unless." 

Instinctively I thought of Holford, of how 
it is in the way a man takes his wine that 
you may know him. At a certain point, a 
gentleman is at his best and mellowest ; 



256 -HONEY" 

a glass too much or too little, and his full 
flavour is missed. But Holford never 
reached that point of perfection ; he became 
first affectionate, then morose, after that his 
manners failed entirely, and the breed of the 
man came out. Then my mind reverted to 
something in Mary's last speech, and I said — 

"Why do you women always crow over 
anything in a man that puts him in your 
power ? Are we always to assume the atti- 
tude of adversaries to each other, with only 
brief truces for real or pretended love ? " 

"Oh, women are all right," said Mary 
unkindly. "Her attitude is always one of 
tenderness towards you wretches — it's man 
who makes all the trouble. It's my belief 
the great Protagonist has long ago declined 
the responsibility of the strutting biped by 
which He spoiled, hoping to complete creation. 
The creature has got clean beyond Him, and 
is amenable to no will but his own — as it is, 
he is the misshapen product of his own laws. 
Undoubtedly he had a place in the original 
scheme, but has deliberately lost the way, or 
doesn't even try to find it again." 

" Mary J Mary ! " cried Honey in horror, 
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"I never knew you really spiteful before — 
and at Ben's expense, too I " 

" Ben's a fool," said Mary sharply, and her 
tone would have really vexed me, but that 
I held the key to her exasperation ; " and 
what's worse, some day he'll marry one, for 
no woman of taste and sensibility will ever 
look at him." 

" Thank God 1 " I said heartily. " Long 
ago I made my choice of the two heroines in 
Jane Austen's book. Sense will cook my 
dinner, and make my shirts in the back- 
woods." 

Mary turned white. She faltered out — 

" Backwoods ? " 

Honey flashed me an indignant glance, and 
I said, 

" Some day, Mary, perhaps." 

" Is there no hope that you'll ever like, or 
be a success in your profession, Ben?" said 
Mary wistfully, for the dear woman had 
cherished ambitions for me, as women will 
for their nearest male belongings. 

"None," I said. «I don't believe in 

medicine — I hate surgery, having nerves and 

— a heart. It is only the butcher who will kill 
s 
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patient after patient on the hospital table, and 
shout * Next, please,* with perfect indifference, 
who has a chance of acquiring skill as he goes, 
and becoming a successful, we will not say a 
great surgeon. Then the jealousy, the radi- 
cally opposite opinions of any two doctors or 
more on any one case — ^all are disheartening 
features of a really noble profession, and I 
have more than once thought of chucking the 
whole thing, and trying my luck abroad." 

"So that is where the cooking and shirt- 
making wife comes in," said Mary, making 
a plucky stand against the shock my slip of 
the tongue had given her. "She won't be 
good to look at ; the working hand is not 
the boudoir one, and lots of daintinesses will 
go by the board till you won't even miss 
them — God help you ! Still, the woman pro- 
vided with frills and soaps and scents has to 
pay. We all pay in the long run." 

For a while we were all silent, then Mary 
broke out — 

" There's a lot in luck, or why does every- 
thing fall into the lap of one man, and a 
better than he, become a bone that Fate 
gnaws at till his dying day?" 
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"But I don't mean to be gnawed at," I 
said, and kissed her thin hand. ^^ I mean to 
be a rattling good animal. Honestly, I've 
tried to be clever, and I can't." 

" If you were my son," said Mary, retaining 
my hand, " you would not leave me, but stay 
to tuck me safely up in my last little bed." 

"My dear," I said, "if I were your 
husband, I should stay. If I were your son, 
I should have to go." 

" Do you remember Buchanan's lines on his 
mother's death ?" she said, and repeated them — 

" * When the life-thread was spun 
From the blood in her breast, 
She look'd on her son, 

Smiled, and rocked him to rest. 

*' ' How swift the hours run 

From the east to the west ! 
Erect stood the son. 
And the mother was blest. 

« * Yet, lo ! all is done ! 

(•Twas, God, Thy behest !) 
In his turn the grey son 
Rocks the mother to rest ! 

** ' All is o'er, ere begun ! 

Oh, my dearest and best. 
Sleep in peace till thy ion 

Creepeth down to the breast ! ' " 
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I heard a low sound, but before I could tell 
if It were the sound of Honey weeping, the 
girl had crossed over, and hidden her face 
on Mary's shoulder. 

" The two most beautiful things on earth," 
said Mary dreamily, "are the baby's smile 
to its mother, and, in second childhood, the 
mother's smile to her child. The dawning 
recognition, the exquisite content, there is 
nothing to touch them." 

For a while she smoothed Honey's brown 
head, looking over it at a picture of " Gipsy," 
dimly seen on the wall. 

" How happy she looks ! ... It must be 
nice to go before the wine in the cup sinks 
low. Yet it's humiliating to reflect that we 
may go through the supremest spiritual suffer- 
ing — die a thousand deaths from unsupport- 
able anguish — ^yet recover, while a slight acci- 
dent to our physical machinery will hurry us 
out of the world, often without pain, at a 
moment's notice. That is the ideal death. 
But those who go slowly — I have my own 
theory about them : that when we say they 
wander, we lie. The barriers are down ; what 
they once loved and lost is near . . . the 
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hand beckoning to the shadows in the room, 
calls to itself real people in the old likeness 
that they knew, more and more real as death 
brings them closer. Else why that look of 
joy on the faces of those who go conscious, 
as at a face that we do not see, but they 
f^now? How could they look like that for 
strangers ? " 

For a while the silence was unbroken save 
for the little flame-sounds in the burning logs, 
then Mary said — 

" Why should not the gates of the spiritual 
world be thrown wide, and a flood of light 
from scientific investigation illuminate the dim 
obscurity which now surrounds our future 
life ? We take by faith nowadays what some 
day may be verified by exact knowledge." 

" I'd rather take it on faith," I said. 

" And the idiotic thing is to think that we 
matter when we go," said Mary briskly. 
" We don't — everything goes on just the 
same as before. After all, what is life ? — 

" ' A little rule, a little sway, 
A sunbeam in a winter's day, 
Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave.' " 
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But I knew she mattered a great deal to 
Honey when I saw the girFs averted face, as, 
without wishing us good night, she hastened 
away. 



CHAPTER XXI 

" Say not ' a small event ' ! Why small ? 
Costs it more pain than this ye call 
A ' great event ' should come to pass 
From that ? Untwine me from the mass 
Of deeds which make up life, one deed 
Power shall fall short in, or exceed ! " 

1IFE may be a mission, or it may not, but 
^ God and Nature never intended it to be 
a martyrdom, and when Honey came up to 
Mary early in November, I found her an 
infinitely more lovable girl than when I 
knew her first. She fiiced the music in town 
with apparently as gay an unconcern as she 
had faced the country ; she was at her best, 
and her original bent of character showed 
itself, now that the paralysis of her will in the 
struggle between her better and lower nature 
were over. 

There is a spiritual beauty, a beauty of 
sufiFering, of a struggle through pain to a 

higher one, that will shine through the clay 
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and glorify it, until, as one of the greatest 
painters long ago said, often such spiritual 
grace becomes the only form of loveliness 
that satisfies our eyes, making mere beauty of 
form and colour distasteful to us. 

Some such charm had come to poor Honey 
lately, together with a keener sensibility to the 
suffering of others. It is when we have lost 
the selfish serenity of perfect health, when we 
are nervous, trembling to each suggestion of 
pity, of kindness, that we feel for others, 
because we feel for them through ourselves ; 
but when we are well and happy, often our 
nerves are of steel, and our sympathies are 
calloused through and through. 

The best men in Mary's set, shy of the 
house in Holford's time, closed round Honey, 
and quarrelled over her, not for her wealth, as 
many of them were far richer than she, but 
because they had the wit to see her worth and 
naturalness — it was the disposition, the heart 
of her, that shone through her body, and 
gladdened every soul with whom she came in 
contact, for men will always prefer a woman 
who feels deeply, to one who carries a cherry- 
stone in her breast 
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I was a great deal in Brook Street during 
those November and December days that her 
brightness, and the company she brought 
about her, made to pass so cheerily ; and it 
amused me to watch the play, observe the 
humours of her court, and Mary delighted in 
doing so also, and never felt out of it ; she 
did not speak of age, or growing old, she was 
young inside all the way along. 

" You see," as she remarked one day, " I'm 
not like Sarah, who was lamenting the other 
day, that she could not go to the furrier's, and 
come up perfectly fresh and new, as her sables 
do under the rattan ; and I don't, like so many 
people, feel that the excessive exuberance of 
youth exasperates me by its waste, because, 
you know, I started with such a lot myself, 
and it has lasted well out." 

If she grew frailer daily, her spirit but 
burned the brighter, and brave Honey would 
never by look or word, even to me, admit 
that Mary was not very well indeed, only 
I saw how jealously she guarded her against 
fatigue, how vigilantly she watched her. I 
could not believe that this was the belligerent, 
passionate girl, at odds with the whole world. 
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I had first met in that very house, a wreath 
of green leaves above her wilful brow, her 
red mouth curved into scornful anger with 
the world, and every thing and person in it, 
save Holford. 

And jret — ^and jret— did Honey ever come 
to love me, I knew that with her temper 
and mine, we would have to come to close 
grips at last, before we settled down into good 
lovers and working comrades. 

And if Mary's eyes sometimes asked me 
an earnest, even pathetic question, I had no 
answer to give . her, though I would have 
given much to comfort her, for to her had 
come the time when, no longer measuring her 
powers by her desires, and over-estimating 
them, she said, "I will do this and that," 
she became as a little phild, depending on the 
love and pity of others, knowing that she* 
would not depend in vain. 

But her intellect burned bright and clear, and 
there was no outward sign of disease upon 
her. She wanted light and laughter up to the 
very end, and, as she confided to me, antici- 
pated death with that same eager curiosity 
which had distinguished her life, her only 
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fear being lest blindness fell on her, so that 
she might miss the actual moment of passing, 
that she might not be able to see. 

And if Honey watched Mary, Mary watched 
the girl in those brief eclipses when the sun 
did not shine, nor love, and life was horrible, 
for Honey had that eerie possession — call it a 
gift, or a curse, as you will— of mental vision, 
of being able to call up before her, vivid as 
life, the scenes through which she had passed ; 
and often her eyes were blank, the girl gone, 
the seer living over again the agony of one 
shameful hour. 

Then the blood would mount hotly to her 
face, her hands would clench, and I knew that 
the bitterness of her mortification was in- 
destructible, unassuaged ; that she found it 
impossible to drink the cup of humiliation 
*to the dregs, and be in her proud, careless 
self-respect, as sure of herself as she had been 
before. ^ 

Holford's name was never mentioned in 
Brook Street. Personally we never saw, never 
heard of him ; but Dawson kept him in sight 
on his own account, and from time to time 
enlightened me as to that gentleman's pro- 
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ceedings. Incidentally I heard that the woman 
with the broken finger had deserted him to 
set up house with her favourite bully, that 
Holford made no pretence of resuming music 
lessons, but was to be seen about with an 
^blouissante and richly gemmed Jewess (she 
wore no gloves) of fifty-five, who kept him 
too short of pocket-money to enable him to 
stray far from her side. The most decent 
members of the massed battalions of his 
female friends regarded him coldly, for he 
not only had no money, but it was felt that 
his losing Honey, and, incidentally, a perfect 
house in which to entertain them, was due to 
some especial piece of stupid villainy on his 
part, and while they admired him as knave, 
no one pities the mistakes of a fool. He had 
been clever up to a certain point, then bungled, 
obeying some universal law that mostly evens 
things up between rascals and honest men. 
Still, he yet might have pulled round, righted 
himself (for men are not as leopards with 
their spots : they can, and do, change their 
moral ones if they will to do it) ; but a man's 
up-bringings tell in later life — it takes strong 
wings to cleave the murk out into the open, 
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and Holford did not even try. He had 
always done the things that he liked to do 
first, and those that he had to do last, and 
there was not time for both, so the costly 
game had spelled ruin in the long run. 

Honey had found a purchaser for the Picca- 
dilly house — everything seemed to be just 
as before Holford came into her life, save that 
she was equipped with a band of new lovers, 
and if she had been only a little less true, less 
straight, she would have had all these men by 
the ears in a trice. I think that sometimes the 
temptation was great in her to play with their 
affections — perhaps because the love of the 
many, will sometimes drive out the rankling 
shame of the desertion of the one — but she 
always pulled up in time. 

I teased her one night before Mary had 
come down to dinner about her adorers, but 
Honey asked me indignantly, did I think 
there could be any danger in men who re- 
mained in town during the hunting and 
shooting season ? 

"You forget the autumn Session," I said, 
" and that several of your poor sheep are in 
the House, and forced to remain here." 
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**Then they should pair,'* said Honey 
crossly; "silly creatures, rung in and out of 
lobbies like schoolboys, and wasting immortal 
timel" 

Then I realised how great a sacrifice the 
girl had made in giving up all her winter 
delights to come and take care of Mary ; but I 
believe she always felt responsible for her 
friend's break-up, since it was through Hoi- 
ford I took that fatal journey to town. And 
certainly no child of her own could have been 
more tender and devoted than was this child of 
a stranger to Mary, who, if she went no longer 
into Society, still received quietly, and rejoiced 
in drawing a crowd about Honey, and dressing 
her most beautifully on all occasions. 

Sometimes the two women would come 
round and dine with me, and Honey would go 
on investigating tours, peeping into my books ; 
on one occasion returning to tell me confiden- 
tially that she had found out the reason I had 
not made a success of my profession — it was 
because I sported a beard, and all the heads of it 
wore naked chins I 

I told her I had known it all along, but 
could never be quite clear whether laziness or 
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atavism — all my forefathers had worn beards — 
were answerable for mjr sticking to it, but I 
meant to stick. 

" Gigantic creature ! " she cried, swinging 
her slender foot as she perched high on the 
arm of Mary's chair, "you frighten your 
patients. I always get out of the way when I 
see you coming, for fear you will walk over 
me." 

"And you," I said, " some day, earth will 
relinquish its slight hold of you, and you will 
ride away on a broomstick, or swing into the 
sky, curved in the sickle of the moon ; or be 
blown like thistle-down over the rim of this 
world into the next, and there will be no more 
Honey for town and country bees." 

"But you would be a country bee," she 
cried eagerly, " if you could, wouldn't you ? " 

I nodded. The Burghfield life had bitten 
deep into me, confirming old tastes, and mak- 
ing more intolerable than ever this city life, 
where your hand is against every man's, and 
every man's hand against you. The miles of 
closed and shuttered houses at night, with here 
and there the hovering, terrified shapes of the 
homeless, bring home to you, perhaps more 
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forcibly than anything else, the cruelty of those 
laws within which the prosperous safely dwell. 
Not a day but I longed for the soft Devon- 
shire air, the round as man, of such an active 
existence as Honey lived among her neigh- 
bours and dependants, fulfilling herself all the 
way along. 

" Tm afraid I am very selfish," said Mary, 
" But I don't like country doctors ; my own 
is used to me, you know ; and damp — the 
country is always damp in November — kills 
me. 

Honey twined an arm round Mary's neck, 
and stooped down to look deep in her eyes ; 
her own were true, true and tender then, as no 
other eyes I ever saw ; then she fell to stroking 
Mary's face softly, and Mary closed her eyes, 
smiling as one secure and happy under the 
touch of those gentle fingers. 

"It's just like stroking little young birds' 
feathers," said the girl softly, and then we saw 
that Mary had suddenly fallen asleep ; but 
Honey went on with those birdlike touches, 
her face sad, yet beautiful, as the faces of 
ministering women aire. Very white and 
shadowy looked Mary, with her blue eyes 
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closed, hair and dress exquisitely dainty as 
usual ; but I dared not meet Honey's eyes, 
and so for a while the room was silent as the 
grave. 

Mary presently awoke as quickly as she had 
fallen asleep, and vowed that Honey, by her 
passes and incantations, had bewitched her. 
Presently she sent the girl for a book out of 
my library that I knew had never been in it, 
and turning suddenly to me, said, 

" Ben, you love Honey, why will you not 
speak ? " 

" Honey is rich. I am poor," I said. " If 
it were the other way round " 

I paused. 

" But you do love her," insisted Mary. 

" For her bravery, for her unselfishness, for 
the way she has faced the world, flung tiie 
dead past behind her — but Honey the woman ? 
Even if we were equal in fortune, even if she 
loved me — and I have no information on that 
point — I am not sure that I would dare let a 
woman come into my life." 

" Cold - blooded - monster ! " cried Mary, 
addressing the ceiling. ^* While you're decid- 
ing the amount of genuflexion she is to go 
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through to win you, another man will cut in, 
and carry her oifF." 

"She will not be in a hurry," I said 
equably, and just then Honey peeped in, re- 
marking that having been sent out of the 
room on a fool's errand, she would be glad 
to know if we had quite concluded our 
conversation about herself. 

"Mary," I said, "is anxious that you 
should marry. Now you have dancing after 
you a sample of pretty well every profes- 
sion, or way of killing time — which do you 
prefer ? " 

Honey laughed, standing tall and slim be- 
fore us, her hands lightly clasped behind her 
back. 

" I will have men to make love to me," she 
said, " men to make wretched, men to put me 
through every pleasant thing I want to do ; 
but I will not spoil it all by marrying any one 
of them. I will live my life on the lines of a 
man as much as I can, but I will not be as 
wicked as a man, though, to tell you a secret, 
I have only just missed being very bad indeed ! 
If I make a face " — she suited the word to the 
deed — " I've got half a dimple in my chin ; if 
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it had been a whole one, I should have gone 
helter-skelter to the dogs ! " 

There was a fine colour in her brown cheek, 
she carried her head high, then she suddenly 
exclaimed— 

" Oh I I would never dare to begin to be 
bad, for if I did, I should never stop ! " 



CHAPTER XXII 

" Came the relief : * What, sentry, ho ! 

How passed the night thro* thy long waking ? ' 
' Cold, cheerless, dark — as may befit 
The hour before the dawn is breaking.* 

" * No sight ? No sound ? * ' No ; nothing save 
The flower from the marshes calling ; 
And in your western sky above 
An hour ago a star was falling.' 

^* *A star ? There's nothing strange in that.' 
^ No, nothing ; but, above the thicket. 
Somehow it seemed to me that God 
Somewhere had just relieved a picket." 

THUS waned November and December, 
and on Christmas night, after the 
happiest of evenings with Honey and myself, 
Mary died in her sleep. 

It was Honey who found her, lying with 
face peacefully framed in the hollow of the 
arm curved over her head, her blue eyes 
closed, and a smile on her lips, lovely, 

elusive, that seemed to mock us with its 

276 



''HONEY" 277 

exceeding happiness, to pity us even that we 
were living, to forbid our tears as a wrong 
done to that shining immortality which she 
had put on in such glad haste. • • • 

Yet as we stood beside her, Honey wept 
like a forlorn child, for she was young, and 
she had lost her friend and counsellor, and 
there were none to replace her, I, least of all, 
and when Mary lay like a little white ivory 
saint in her snowy casket, with the flowers 
she loved scattered sparsely about her, and 
violets in her waxen hands. Honey sat beside 
her for hours together, " learning lessons," as 
she called them. 

Cold, cold, were Mary*s lips and little chin, 
but Honey never shrank from them. She 
could not have enough of that silent com- 
pany, and came away unwillingly to eat a 
little, to sleep less, and at early morning, at 
darkest night, she was found beside her friend, 
with no tears in her eyes — rather a glad 
shining, so eloquent was Mary*s face of a 
joy she had never known on earth — Mary, 
who had been so careless, so flippant of 
speech, but — who had kept her ideals. 

Many, many things Mary taught her in 
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those quiet hours ; many a film was brushed 
away from Honey's mind, many a snare from 
her feet. Words she had spoken, deeds she 
had done, did not ring true to her then ; and 
in this close companionship with death, life 
showed clearer to her, and the meaning of 
true love, and many other matters to which 
she had been purblind, thinking she saw. Of 
the good that came to her then, of the right 
influence it was to exercise on her after-life, 
who shall measure its strength and value ? 
Wayward she might be, and often passionate, 
but the real worth of her would be founded 
henceforward as on a rock. 

Sometimes I came, and sat beside her ; we 
rarely spoke, only looked at our beloved, and 
almost smiled with her for company — it was 
as though she wanted us to share her happi- 
ness, to tell us her curiosity was satisfied, 
and she knew. And as we sat there together, 
perhaps, like Honey, I too " learned lessons " 
from Mary. 

But once Honey spoke. 

" You see," she said very softly, " she pre- 
tended, dear Mary, she was ashamed to let 
people know how good she was, and how 
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tender her heart, so she sharpened her tongue, 
and often said bitter things, when she must have 
wept if she had said kind ones. She preferred 
that she should be thought worldly, heartless, 
anything but her true self — as she is now." 

We looked for a while at Mary's face, and 
I knew that Honey spoke truth. 

"And I must not pretend," said the girl. 
"Any good that is in me must shine out to 
the world, to those I love ; and the bad that is 
in me, I must not try to cover it up, or call 
it by other names. I must not pose — to pose 
means to try and appear something that one is 
not, something intended to confuse and deceive. 
You never posed, Ben ; you never will — you 
are too true. That is why Mary leaned on 
you, and loved you." 

To both of us the pang was great when the 
moment of parting came, and hidden away was 
the face upon which no shadow of change had 
come, and only the peace had deepened. And 
presently we took her to where her last bed 
was made, and sorrowfully we left her there, 
and went back to the house that seemed one 
eager, hushed waiting for the sound of her 
step and voice. 
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Her will was read by the lawyer in the 
library, and though many of Mary's relations 
were present, no one seemed surprised or 
angry when it became known that she had left 
me the whole of her large fortune, with the 
exception of legacies to her poorer relatives 
and servants. 

I looked across at Honey, who sat with wan 
cheeks, and downcast eyes, too absorbed in her 
grief to even notice or rejoice at my good 
fortune ; and with a thunderous rush of pulses 
I suddenly realised all that she had become to 
me — all that I had not dared to let her become 
to me till now. 

Perhaps the end of the story was clear 
then to all the others present, for warmth 
and good wishes were in their eyes and hand- 
clasps as they departed ; and with the last of 
them went Honey, and I saw her no more 
that day, nor did I wish it, so short a time had 
our friend departed in stealth, never to return 
to us. 

" O Death I O Time ! — the wicket and the 
approach." Gently indeed had the wicket 
been unlatched for our Mary. 

I did not see Honey again, as she left early 
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next morning for Burghfield. Yet I did not 
hold her guilty of discourtesy in leaving me 
with no word of farewell, nor did I write to 
her. In the wood, where she had found her 
true self, where I had found mine, where we 
had talked out our hearts, and revealed our- 
selves the one to the other, I would seek her 
when the right time came, and we would plan 
out our lives together. 

All my life I had shirked love, denied the 
necessity of it. Well, one woman will bring 
home to you what a million others cannot, and 
it seemed to me that my first real falling in love 
with her had been when she stood up to her 
sorrow, and faced it open-eyed, without drugs 
or sedatives, coming out of the ordeal a better 
woman than she was before. 

In my own room later, I read the sealed 
letter from Mary that the solicitor had given 
me, and as if I were already used to calling 
Honey mine, wished that she were with me to 
read it too. 

"Ben," it said, "I never would say that 
prayer in church about sudden death, because 
I always hoped it would be mine. When you 
read this, I trust I shall have had my wish. 
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I I^ow that I shall be happier than you ever 
knew me — ^and better. I am not one to hedge, 
but I have always felt that when everything 
else had failed me (as it has not) I should 
come to this peace, this blind reliance on an 
invisible friend who will never leave me. . . . 
* And we are one day nearer Thee * sometimes 
haunts me ... if only it may be so. ... I 
have always found something wanting— does 
not this longing point to another and fuller 
existence, of which we all dream, yet no human 
eye hath seen } 

" I have been happy, Ben, and I have loved, 
but I have not known that supreme joy when 
body, heart, and soul leap all together to the 
one man in the fulfilment of perfect love. 
Sometimes the body is drawn through the 
senses ; sometimes the heart, through pity ; 
often the mind, through keen intellectual sym- 
pathy ; but seldom indeed do they fuse in one 
supreme consummation, yet so I dare to 
think it may be with you and Honey. You 
loved her all the time, and did not know it, 
and she loved you most of the time, and did 
know it — that was the only difference. And 
don't forget to tell her every day that you love 
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her ; you men vnever realise that it is a miracle 
recreated to the happy woman each time you 
tell it. And fight selfishness — less in you than 
most men, but what you have, you must un- 
learn, lest you teach it to Honey, who never 
knew it. You have been a happiness and a 
comfort to me for many years — I have leaned 
on, and trusted, and loved you, and so good 
night, dear Ben, and may God keep you and 
our Hbney safe till we meet again. 

" Mary." 



CHAPTER XXIII 

«*And then • 
A man becomes aware of his life's flow. 
And hears its winding murmur ; and he sees 
The meadows where it glides, the sun, the breeze. 
And there arrives a lull in the hot race 
Wherein he doth for ever chase 
That flying and elusive shadow, rest. 
An air of coolness plays upon his face. 
And an unwonted calm pervades his breast. 
And then he thinks he knows 
The hills where his life rose. 
And the sea where it goes." 

LONG before Honey saw me I saw her, 
^ a vivid spot of scarlet in the dazzle of 
the whiteness of the woods, and I smiled at 
the vanity that had made her, when no hunt- 
ing was possible, decide to look her most 
audacious and fetching in my eyes, in the 
garb that she knew became her best. 

It was three o'clock, hour of brightest sun- 
shine in the short winter's day, as it was the 

happiest I had ever known in my life, and 
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light as my heart fell my footfall on the 
crystal carpet of the woods. The long vistas 
of trees were of fretted white lace, diamond 
spangled ; the thin pure air acted on my 
blood like wine, strengthening each fibre of 
my body, making the keener my joy, and 
though her back was turned towards me, I 
saw her tremble, knew that she knew I was 
nigh. 

She stood by the tree where as boy she 
had averted her face, but drunk in each word 
of my discourse, and I passed round it, then 
put my hands on her shoulders, and looked 
in her eyes. 

"Ben," she stammered, "Ben" . . . and 
then I took her close in my arms, and there, 
where we had come to a true understanding 
of each other's hearts, we entered into our 
kingdom of love. 

"And Time was not, 
And all the world stood still." 

Did I say I had forgotten women and their 
ways ? I had never known them, till Honey's 
arms clasped my neck, till her soft cheek 
pressed my bearded one, flower-soft lips and 
cheeks striking the vivid note of her scarlet 
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coat, while the tove in her dark eyes was too 
lovely, too deep for any words. 

"It is a fine hunting morning," I said 
presently, and we laughed, and came out of 
heaven, and hand in hand paced the woods 
that had put on gala robes solely for this 
wondrous occasion. 

We fell at once into Love's usual cross- 
examination — of how Love first came to us, of 
where ; of all the torments and joy« the tricky 
little rascal had cost us, while at the same 
moment Father Time, waggling his head, 
calculated how long our happiness might last. 

" I leaned on you ; I admired you all the 
way along," said Honey slowly. "Insensibly 
you taught me what a true gentleman should 
be — what a man who is not a gentleman never 
can be ; but I did not love you till I heard you 
were dead. And you ? " 

"I believe I never forgot you," I said, 
" from the moment you expressed an ardent 
desire to smash crockery, to the one when I 
knew Mary had left me her fortune. Anyway, 
out leaped the imprisoned giant, and I don't 
think he has done growing yet." 

She put up her hand to smooth my cheek. 
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"You did that to Mary," I said, "and 
looked higher than the trees. God bless 
her!" And Honey's lips moved, and for 
a while she rested very still, with her face 
hidden on my shoulder. 

" Somehow it seems as if we had stepped 
over her grave to our happiness," she said, 
but there were ho tears in her eyes, nor in 
mine; no minor note could quench the glory 
of our exceeding happiness in that hour. 

" What is joy ? " I said. " Seize it — cherish 
it — ^guard it jealously, lest it escape you. 
Sweet, I have been snatched out of prison, 
out of a groove that would have completely 
demoralised me in the long run, for a sur- 
geon's work makes him either very human, or 
very inhuman — and I was fast becoming in- 
human. I am set a free man on this green 
earth that I love — I have everything — best of 
all, you. But, Honey," and I took her little 
face in my big hands, and kissed the brown 
and scarlet oval of it, the wicked, true eyes, 
"I shall be often away, shooting, hunting, 
fishing, coursing — there are both our estates to 
look after — you will be long hours alone, but 
you'll always know I'll come back." 
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''And that is the gist of it all, that you w^iU 
come back," said Honey softly. "A woman 
will endure all else, but for the man she loves 
not to come back — that's her ruin. And JT 
hunt, too ! Only you must be Master of 
Hounds now, instead of me." 

I shook my head. 

" At Garstan, perhaps, not here " ; and I*d 
never make half such a dashing one, for she 
was a radiant figure in the scarlet and white 
and black of her hunting livery. 

" But, Honey," I said, and held her at arm's 
length, ''for you and I to shake down well 
together, to be real pals, some things are 
essential." 

I paused, and Honey's eyes danced. 

"Life is very much like the crowded 
London streets, orderly so long as man and 
beast keep their tempers, make way for one 
another ; but individuality, temper, selfishness, 
mean a smash. So it is with life. When 
the invisible policeman within us holds up 
his hand, we must obey him, or smash some- 
body, or ourselves. So if we are to be 
comrades, dear, we must make room for one 
another all along the way." 
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" Go on," said Honey, her eyes still full of 
diablerie. 

I floundered a litde. 

" I shall love you," I said, " but you must 
not expect me to tell you so every hour and 
every day of the year. If I may suggest it, 
you will practise a little faith in these matters, 
because you may be sure that my acts will be 
all right." 

" Anything more ? " 

Honey's little white teeth showed in a way 
reminiscent of a certain brown gamin I re- 
membered, and for a moment I lost the thread 
of my discourse to shut her lips down on 
those impertinent mockers of my threnody. 

" You must never open my letters," I said, 
" and I shall never open yours." 

" Marriage," said Honey demurely, " seems 
to be a succession of * dont's * for a woman, 
and *what he ought to do, and doesn't,' for 
a man. Still, woman," and she murmured 
softly — 

" * Oh, the gladness of her gladness when she's glad ; 
Oh, the sadness of her sadness when she's sad ! 
But the gladness of her gladness 
And the sadness of her sadness 
Are nothing to her badness when she's bad ! ' 
U 
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So perhaps it's just as well to try and make 
me behave ! " 

I pinched the frustrated dimple in her chin, 
and said — 

"And you mustn't nag, and you mustn't 
argue." 

" I won't ; rU do it," cried Honey instantly. 

"And I won't have you love the children 
better than you do me," I said, determined to 
punish her for her impudence ; and I did, for 
the velvet peak of her huntsman's cap came 
down swiftly as the dark curtains of her eyes, 
to hide her blushes, and she meekly remarked 
that she thought she would like to go home. 

Arm in arm we stepped blithely out, and I 
supposed her reduced to a proper frame of 
mind, but presently I discovered her with 
head turned away, shaking violently. 

*'I — I was thinking," she said, "how — 
how handy that great beard of yours will 
come in when I am angry, and have a mind 
to pull it ! " 



THE END } 
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THE COMPLETE WORKS OF CHARLES LAMB. Edited 

by E. V. Lucas. With numerous Illustrations. In Seven Vo/umes. 

Demy %vo, p. 6d, each. 

This new edition of the works of Charle and Marv Lamb, in five volumes (to be 
followed b]r two volumes contuning the Letters), will oe found to contain a 
large quantity of new matter both in prose and verse — several thousand words in 
all. Mr. £. v. Lucas, the editor, has attempted in the notes, not only to relate 
Lamb's writings to his life, but to account for all his quotations and allusions — 
an ideal of thoroughness far superior to any that previous editors have set before 
themselves. A Life of Lamb by Mr. Lucas vrill follow next year. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER CROMWELL. 

By Thomas Carlyle. With an Introduction by C H. Firth, 

M.A., and Notes and Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three 

Volumes, 6s, each, [MethuetCs Standard Library, 

This edition is brought up to the standard of modem scholarship by the addition of 
numerous new letters of Cromwell, and by the correction of many errors which 
recent research has discovered. 

CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL ESSAYS. By LORD 
Macaulay. Edited by F. C. Montague, M.A. Thru Volumes, 
Crown Svo, 6s, each, [Methuen^s Standard Library, 

The only edition of this book completely annotated. 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE PRINCESS. Edited 
by J. Churton Collins, M. A. Crown Svo. 6s, 

[Afethuen^s Standard Library. 

THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. By Thomas Carlyle. 
Edited by C. R. L. Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen Coll^e^ Oxford. 
Three Volumes, Crown Svo. 6s, each, 

{^Methuet^ s Standard Library, 
This edition is magnificently equipped with notes. 

LORD STRATHCONA: The Story of His Life. By 
Bbckles Willson. Illustrated. Demy Svo, *js, 6d, 

DAVID COPPERFIELD. With Introduction by George 
GiSSiNO, Notes by F. G. Kitton, and Illustrations by E. H. 
New. Two Volumes, Crown Svo, ^s.6deach, 

[ The Rochester Dickens. 

ROBERT HARLEY, EARL OF OXFORD. By E. S. ROSCOE. 
Illustrated. Demy Svo, fs. 6d. 
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SIR WALTER RALEIGH. By Miss J. A. Taylor. With 
12 Illustrations. Clotky 3J. 6d, ; leather^ 4s. net, 

[LittU Biographiest 

CHATHAM. By A. S. M*Dowall. With 12 Illustrations. 
Clothy y, 6d. ; Uaihert ^s, net, [Little Biographies, 

THE YOUNG PRETENDER. By C. S. Terry. With 12 
Illustrations. Cloth, 3^. 6</. ; leathery 4^. net, [Little Biographies, 

THE LIFE OF LORD TENNYSON. By A. C. Benson, M,A. 
With 12 Illustrations. Cloth, y, 6d, ; leather, 4s, net, 

[Little Biographies, 

ERASMUS. ByE.F. H.CapeYjM.A. With Illustrations. Cloth, 
jr. 6cl. ; leather, 4s net, [Little Biographus, 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by 
Stephen Gwynn. Pott ^0, cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, 2s, 6cl, net. 

[The Little Library , 

ESMOND. By W. M. Thackeray. Edited by Stephen 

Gwynn. Two Volumes, PottZvo, cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, 2s, 6cf, 
net. [The Little Library, 

CHRISTMAS BOOKS. By Charles Dickens. Edited by 
Stephen Gwynn. Two Volumes, Pott Svo, cloth, is. 6d, net; 
leather, 2s, 6d, net, [The Little Library, 

THE. INGOLDSBY LEGENDS, Edited by J. B. Atlay. 
Two Volumes, Pott&vo, cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, 2s, 6d, net» 

[The Little Library, 

A. LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH SONNETS. Edited by 
J. B. B. Nichols. Pott Svo, cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, 2s, dd, net, 

[ The Little Library, 

THE SCARLET LETTER. By Nathaniel Hawthorne. 

Pott Svo, cloth, is, 6d, net; leather, 2s, 6d. net, 

[The Little Library, 

THE INHERITANCE. By Susan Ferrier. Two Volumes, 
Pott Svo, cloth, IS, 6d, net; leather, is, 6d, net, 

[The Little Library, 

HERTFORDSHIRE. By H. W. Tompkins. Illustrated by 
E. H. New. Pott 8w, cloth, 31.; leather, 3J. 6^. net. 

[The Little Guides, 

CORNWALL. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated by . B. , C. 
Boulter. Pott Svo, cloth, y. ; leather, 31, id, net. - 

\TT^ Littlt'Cmides, 
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KENT. By G. CUNCH. Illustrated by F. D. BEDFORD. 
Poit ZuQ, clothe 3/. ; UatJur^ 31. &/. net. [The Little Guides. 

BRITTANY. By S. Baring Gould. Illustrated by Miss J. 
Wyub. Peit 8tv, ehth^ ^s. ; leather^ 3;. 6dL net. 

[The LittU Guides. 

THE ENGLISH LAKES. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. lUus- 
trated by £. H. New. Pott 8tv, cl^h 31. ; leather^ 31. (id. net. 

[The Little Guides. 

DIE CHRONIK von MOREA Edited by J. Schmitt. 
Demy Svo. net. [Byzantine Texts. 

MY LIFE ON COMMANDO. By D. S. VAN Warmelo. With 
Portrait. Crown 8cv. 3^ 6d. 

THE HEART OF JAPAN. By C. L. Brownell. Illustrated. 
Crown Sva. 6s. 
A lively descripUoa of Japan and the Japanese. 

THE LAND OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being a de- 
scription of Montenegro. By R. Wyon and G. Prance. With 40 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, 6s, 

A KEY TO THE TIME ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEDY. By G. Pradeau. With a Dial. Small quarto. 3^. 6d. 

THE STRUGGLE FOR PERSIA. By Captain Donald 
Stuart. With a Map. Crown Svo. 6s, 

THE VISIT TO LONDON. Described in verse by E. V. 
Lucas, and in coloured pictures by F. D. Bedford. Small ^0. 6s. 

This charming book describes the introdaction of a country child to the delights and 
sights of London. It is the result of a well-known partnership between author and 
artist. 

LEAVES FROM A GARDEN BOOK. By H. M. Batson. 
Illustrated by F. Carruthers Gould and A. C. Gould. 
Demy 8zv. los. 6d, 

MODERN SPIRITUALISM. By Frank Podmore. Two 

Volumes. Svo. 21s. net, 
A History and a Criticism. 

ANCIENT COFFERS AND CUPBOARDS : Their History 
AND Description. With many Illustrations. By Fred Roe. 
Quarto. £3, p. net, 

THE INNER AND MIDDLE TEMPLE. By H. H. L. 

BSLLOT, M.A. With numerous lUusttations. Crown Svo, 6s. net. 

This b«ok is not only a history df the Temple and of its nany associations, 
but it is also a gaid« to its buildings. It is full of interesting anecdotes, and is 
abundantly illustrated. 
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the autobiography of a newspaper girl. by 

E. L. Banks. With Portrait of the Author. Crdwn 8w. 6s. 

BISHOP WILSON'S SACRA PRIVATA. Edited by A. E. 

Burn, B.D. Pott Zvo, cloth, 2s. ; leather , 2s. 6d. net. 

[The Library of Devotion, 

THE DEVOTIONS OF ST. ANSELM. Edited by C. C. J. 
Webb, M. A. Pott St^^, cloth, 2s. ; leeUher, 2s, 6d, net, 

[The Library of Devotion. 

THE DEVOTIONS OF BISHOP ANDREWES. By F. E. 
Brightman, M.A., of Pusey House, Oxford. Crown Svo. 6s, 



This elaborate work has been in preparation for many years, and b the most com- 
plete edition that has ever been published of the famous devotions. It contains a 
long Introduction, with numerous Notes and References. 

COMPARATIVE THEOLOGY. By J. A. Macculloch. 
Crown Svo. 6s, [The Churchman's Library. 

Educational Books 

EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING. By W. Williamson, 
B.A., Headmaster of the West Kent Grammar School, Brockley. 
Pcq^, %vo, IS. 

THE ROSE READER. By Edward Rose. With Four 
coloured and other Illustrations. Crown Sivo. 2s, 6d, And in 4 
Parts. Parts I. and II., 6cL each ; Part III., &/. ; Part iv., lod. 

JUNIOR ENGLISH EXAMINATION PAPERS. By 
W. Williamson, B.A, Headmaster West Kent Grammar 
School^ Brockley. Fcap. Svo. is. [Junior Examination Series, 

JUNIOR ARITHMETIC EXAMINATION PAPERS. By 
W. S. Beard, Headmaster Modern School, Fareham. Fcap. Siv. 
i^. [Junior Examinatiott Series, 

THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES. Edited by A. E. RUBIE, 
M.A, Headmaster Royal Naval School, Eltham. Crown Svo. 2s, 

[Methuen's Junior School Boohs, 

THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO ST. LUKE. Edited by 
W. Williamson, B.A., Headmaster of the West Kent Grammar 
School, Brockley. CrozvnSvo. ls.6d,[Methuen's/unior School Books^ 

A JUNIOR FRENCH GRAMMAR. By L. A. SORNET and 
M. J. AcATOS, Modem Language Masters at King Edward's School, 
Birmingham. [Methueti s fimior School Books, 

THE STUDENTS' PRAYER BOOK, Part i. Morning 
AND Evening Prayer and Litany. Edited by W. H. 
Flecker, M.A., LL.D., Headmaster of the Dean Close School, 
Cheltenham. Crown Svo, 2s, 6d, 
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A JUNIOR CHEMISTRY, By E. A, Tyler, B.A., F.C.S., 
Science Master at Framlingham College. With 73 lUuitrations. 
Crtwn^vo, zs, 6d, [Mithuin^s Juhw" Sekp^l Books. 

JUNIOR ALGEBRA EXAMINATION PAPERS. Crown 
9ftfo. IS. 

Zbc Xittte Mnc J9oofi0 tot Cbildcen 

Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

Illustrated: Square Fcap, %vo. 2s, 6d, 

Messrs. Mbthuen are publishing a series of children's books under 
the above general title. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or 
exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied 
rather than expressed. The books are reproduced in a somewhat unusual 
form, which has a certain charm of its own. The new volumes are : 

A SCHOOL YEAR. By Netta Syrett. 

THE PEELES AT THE CAPITAL. By T. HiLBERT. 

THE TREASURE OF PRINCEGATE PRIORY. By T. Cobb. 



Fiction 

TEMPORAL POWER : A Study in Supremacy. By Marie 

CoRELLl. Crown Svo. 6s, 

THE SEA LADY. By H, G. Wells. Cr&um Zvo. 6s, 

A FIVE YEARS' TRYST AND OTHER STORIES. By Sir 
Walter Besant. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. By Arthur Morrison, 

Author of * A Child of the Jago,* etc. Crown Zvo, ■ 6s, 

OLIVIA'S SUMMER. By Mrs. M. E. MaNN^ Author of * The 
Patten Experiment.' Crown Zvo, 6s, 

A BAYARD FROM BENGAL. By F. Anstey, Author of * Vice 
Vers^' Illustrated by Bernard Partridge* Crown Zvo, 31. 6d, 

A VOLUME OF STORIES. By*Q.' Crown Zvo, 6s, 

THE RIVER. By Eden PHillpotts. Crown Zvo 6s. 

A ROMAN MYSTERY. By Richard Bagot. Crown Zvo, 6s. 

J AIR THE APOSTATE. By A. G. Hales. Crown Zvo. 6s, 

FELIX. By R. HiCHENS, Author of * Flames/ etc Crown 
Zvo, 6s, 

CHILDREN OF THE BUSH. By Harry La^vson. Crown 
• Zvo, 6s, 

THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. By Jane Barlow. 

Author of * Irish Idylls.' Crown Zt^o, 6s, 
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the credit of the county. by w. e. norris. 

Crown Sv0, 6s, 
HONEY. By Helen Mathers, Author of *Comin' thro' the 
Rye.* Crown ^0. 6s, 

HOLY MATRIMONY. By Dorothea Gerard, Author of 

• Lady Baby.* Crown Svo, 6s. 

MISS QUILLET. By S. Baring-Gould, Author of *Mehalah.' 
Crcwn Svo, 6s, 

BARBARA'S MONEY. By Adeline Sergeant, Author of 

* The Story of a Penitent Soul.' CrozvnSvo, 6s, 

JIM TWELVES. By W. F. Shannon, Author of *The Mess 
Deck. ' Crown Svo, ^s. 6d, 

THE ADVENTURES OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. By 
Harold Bbgbie. Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE FATE OF VALSEC. By J. Bloundelle Burton. 

Croivn 8sv« 6^*. 

PAPA. By Mrs. C. N. Williamson, Author of *The Barn- 
stormers.' Crown Svo, 6s, 

MRS. CLYDE. By Julien Gordon. Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. By Weatherby Chesney, 
Author of 'John Topp, Pirate.' Crown Svo, 6s. 

A PRINCESS OF THE HILLS. By Mrs. BURTON Harrison. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE. By Richard Marsh, 
Author of * The Beetle. * Crown Svo, 6s, 

THE PUPPET CROWN. By Harold Macgrath. Crown 
Svo, 6s, 

WITH ESSEX IN IRELAND. By the Hon. Emily Law- 
less. Cheaper Edition, Crown Svo, 6s, 
A cheaper edition of a book which won considerable popularity in a more expensive 
form some years ago. 

WASTED FIRES. By HUME Nisbet. Crown Svo. 6s, 
THE INCA'S TREASURE. By Ernest Glanvillr 

Crown Svo, ^s, 6d 

Ube novelist 

Messrs. Mbthuen are issuing under the above general title a Monthly 
Series of Novels by popular authors at the price of Sixpence. Each 
Number is as long as the average Six Shilling Novel. 

No. XXXII. THE KLOOF BRIDE. By Ernest Glanville, 

flDetbuen'0 Sijpenn» Xibtaru 

THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. By George Eliot, 
PETER SIMPLE. By Captain Marryat. 
MARY BARTON. By Mrs. Gaskell. 
PRIDE AND PREJUDICE, By Jane Austen. 
JACOB FAITHFUL. By Captain Marryat. 
SHIRLEY. By Charlotte Bront^. 
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Jacob Abbot, the beechnut book. 

Edited by £. V. Lucas. Illustrated. 
Squarg Fcap 8vtf. m . td, 

[Little Blue Books. 

W. F. Adeney, M.A. See Bennett and 
Adeney. 

JbKdOlW. AGAMEMNON. CHOEPHO. 
^ROE, EUMENIDES. Translated by 

Lewis Campbbll, LL.D.} late Professor of 

Greek at St. Andrews, sx. 

[Classical Translations. 

O.A.AitkeiL See Swift. 

WSlUam Alexander, D.D., Archbishop of 
Armagh. THOUGHTS AND COUN- 
SELS OF MANY YEAKS. Selected 
from the writings of Archbishop Alex* 
ANDER. Sqitart Pott 2ivc, zs. 6a. 

St. Ansdni, THE DEVOTIONS OF. 
Edited by C. C J. Webb, M.A. Poit ivc. 
CMkf as, : Uatherf or. 6d, net 

[Library of Devotion. 

AristOPbanee. THE FROGS. Translated 
into English by E. W. Huntingford, M.A. , 
Professor of Classics in Trinity College, 
Toronto. Crown 8tv. ax. ttL 

Aristotle. THE NICOMACHEAN 
ETHICS. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by John Boknet, M.A., Pro* 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews. Demy Bvff, 
i5f. net, 

'We have seldom, if ever, seen an edition 
of any classical author in which what Is held 
in common with other commentators is so 
clearly and shortly i>ut, and what is original 
is (with equal brevity) of such value and 
interest.'— /»i^/. 

J. B. Atkins. THE RELIEF OF LADY- 
SMITH, ^th x6 Plans and Illustrations. 
TAird Edition, Crown Sffo, 6*. 



St. AlUOStine, THE CONFESSIONS OF. 
Newly Translated, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by C Bigg, D.D., late Student 
of Christ Church. TAird Edition, Pott 
%uo, Ciothf 2«; ieeUfur^ zs, 6d. net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

' The translation Is an excellent piece of 
English, and the introduction b a masterlv 
exposition. We augur well of a series whicn 
begins so satisfactorily.' — Times, 

Jane Austen, pride and preju- 
dice. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Two 
Volumes. Pott %vo. Each volume^ clotk^ 
IS. td.; ieatMer, sur. 6d, net, [Little Library. 

NORTHANGER abbey. Edited by E. 
V.Lucas. PottSvo. CiotA,xs.6d.; ieatAer, 
2X. 6d, net. [little libtary. 

Constance Bacbe. brother musi- 
cians. Reminiscences of Edward and 
Walter Bache. With x6 Illustrations. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. net, 

B. 8. 8. Baden-PowelL Major-General. 
THE DOWNFALL OF PREMPEH. A 
Diary of Life in Ashanti, 1895. With 21 
Ilhistrations and a Map. Third Edition, 
Lar^e Crown Zvo. 6s. 

THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN, 1896. 
With nearly xoo Illustrations. Fourth and 
Cheaper Edition, Large Crovm Bvo, 6s, 

Grabam Balfour. THE LIFE OF 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVE^NSON. Second 
Edition, Two Volnmsi, Demy %vo, a^s, 
net. 

' The biographer has performed his labour 
of love with exemplary skill, with unfailing 
good taste, and with an enthusiastic admira- 
tion for the genius of the writer and a whole- 
souled affection for the man.'— 

Da$fy Telegraph. 
^ * The story has all the charm of a revela- 
tion. It is written with admirable taste and 
sixap\Katy,*^PallMallGasette, 
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Mr. Balfour has- done his work extremely 
well— done it, in fact, as Stevenspn himself 
would have wished it done, with care and 
skill and aflfectionate appreciation. His 
own personal tribute in the last chapter of 
the second volume is an admirable piece of 
writing, the tribute of a relative and admirer, 
but none the less faithful and discerning.' — 
IVcfimtnsier GazeUe* 

8. Baring-Gould, Author of ' Mehalah,* etcl 
THELIFE OF NAPOLEON BONA- 
PARTE. With over 450 illustrations in 
the Text, auid xa Photogravure Plates. 
Gilt top» Large quarto, 36;. 

*The main feature of this gorgeous 
volume is its great wealth of beautiful 
photogravures and finely-executed wood 
en^avings, constituting a complete pic- 
torial chronicle of Napoleon I.'s personal 
history.'— Z)ai7y Telegraph, 

THE TRAGEDY OF THE CiESARS. 
With numerous Illustrations from Busts, 
Gems, Cameos, etc. Fifth Edition. 
Royal Bvo, rss, 

*A most splendid and fascinating book 
on a subject of undying interest.^ It is 
brilfiantly Mrritten, and the illustrations are 
supplied on a scale of profuse magnificence. ' 
— Jjoify ChronicU, 

A BOOK OP FAIRY TALES. With 
numerous Illustrations and Initial Letters 
by Arthur J. Gaskin. Second Edition, ■ 
CrSwn 8vo, Suckram. 6f, 

OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With 
numerous Illustrations by F. D. Bedford. 
Second Edition, Cr. Zvo, Buckram, 6s, 

* K charming volume.' — Guardian, 

THE CROCK OF GOLD. Fairy Stories. 
Crown Zvo. dr. 

* Twelve delightful fairy tales. — Punch. 

THE VICAR OP MORWENSTOW: A 
Biography. ^ A new and Revised Edition. 
With Portrait. Crown Byo, y. 6d. 

A completely new edition of the well- 
known biography of R. S. Hawker. 

DARTMOOR: A Descriptive and Historical 
Sketch. With Plans and numerous Illus- 
trations. Crown 8zv. 6s. 

' A most delightful guide, companion and 
instructor.' — Scotsman. 

THE BOOK OF THE WEST. With 
numerous Illustrations. Two volumes. 
Vol. I. Devon. Second Edition, Vol. 11. 
Cornwall. Second Edition, Croiim-' Bvo, 
6s, each, 

' Bracini; as' the ^ air of Dartmoor, the 
legendjnreird as twilight over Dozmare Pool, 
they give us a very good idea of this en- 
chanting and beautifuldistrict.' — Guardian. 



A BOOK OF BRITTANY. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown 9mo, 6s, 

Uniform in scope and size with Mr. 
Baring-Gould's well-known books on Devon, 
Cornwall, and Dartmoor. ^ 

OLD COUNTRY LIFE. With 67 Illustra- 
tions. Fi/th Edition. £,arge Cr. Zvo. 6s* 

AN OLD ENGLISH HOME. Withnumer- 
ous Plans and Illustrations. Cf, ivo, 6s.~ 

HISTORIC ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. Fi/th Edition, Cr.hvo. 6s, 

YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND 
STRANGE EVENTS. Fifth Edition^ 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 

STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER- 
STITIONS. Second Edition. Cr.^o, 6s, 

A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG; 
English Folk Songs with their Traditional 
Melodies. Collected and arranged by 
S. Baring-Gould and H. F. Shbppakd. 
Demy ^io. 6s. 

SONGS OF THE WEST: Traditional 
Ballads and Songs of the West of England, 
with their Melodies. Collected by S. 
BARIN&- GouLD) M.A., and H. F. Shep- 
PARD, M.A. In 4 Parts. Parts /., //., 
///., 3*. each. Pari JV.^ $s. In One 
Volume f French Morocco, x^s, 

'A rich collection of humour, pathos, 
grace,and poetic fancy.' — Saturday Review, 

8. E. Bal^. A FRENCH COMMERCIAL 
READER. With Vocabulary. Second 
Edition, Crown Zvo, as, 

[Commercial Series. 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. With Vocabulary. Third 
Editiok* Crown Zvo, 2X. . . 

[Commercial Series. 

A GERMAN COMMERCIAL READER. 
With Vocabulary. Crown Zvo, as. 

[Commerdal Series. ' 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. With Vocabulary. rnwv« 
Zivo, 9S, 6d, [Commercial Series. 

W. B. BameB, D.D. ISAIAH. Two 
Volumes, Fca^, Zvo, as, net each. Vol. i. 
With Map. [Churchman's Bible. 

Krs. p. A. Bamett A LITTLE BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. Pott Zvo. 
Cloth, xs,6d, net: leather, us. 6d. net. 

[Little Library. 

R. &. N. Baxon, M.A. FRENCH PROSK 
COMPOSITION. Crown Zvo, as, 6d: 
Key, 3*. net, 

H. v.. BarroiL M.A.Wa<lh«m College, 
Oxford. TEXTS FOR SERMONS ON 
VARIOUS OCCASIONS AND SUB- 
JECTS. With a Preface by Canon ScOTT 
Holland. Crown Zvo '^s, 6d, 
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C. F. BastaU*. M.A., Professor of Econ- 
«mica at Trinity College, Dublin. THE 
COMMERCE OF NATIONS. Ste^nd 
MtUH^m, Cr9vm Sw sx. 6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

H. K. BatfOn. See Edward FitsGerald. 

AHulsMBeainaiL PONS asinorum ; 

OR, A GUIDE TO BRIDGE. Second 
Mditi^n, Fia^» 8tv. s^ 

A practical guide, with many specimen 
games, to the game of Bridge. 

P0t«r Beokfixrd. thoughts on 

hunting. Edited by J. Otho Paget, 
and Illustrated by G. H. Jalland. Vtmy 
8tw. xof. 6<^ 

WUIiam Backward. THE HISTORY of 

THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited by £. 
Dbnison Ross. Pott 2vo, Chik. is. 64I. 
net; leatlUrf ar 6d, tut. [Little Library. 

H. OL Beeohing, M.A. See Tennyson. 

Jacob Bebmen* the supersensual 

LIFE^ Edited by Bernard Holland. 
Fca^. Bvo, 3«. 6d. 

W. H. Ben&eU, M.A.. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLK Second Bditunu Croum 

8VA 2«. td. 

*The work of an honest, fearless, and 
sound criticj and an excellent guide in a 
small compass to the books of uie Bible.' 
— Mtutckester Guardian, 

W. H. Bennett and W. F. Adeney. A 

BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. Croum 
ivp. 7f. fid 

*■ It makes available to the ordinary reader 
the best scholarship of the day in. the field 
of Biblical introdi»:tion. We know of no 
book which comes into competition with it.' 
•^Meuichester Guardian, 

A. 0. Benson, M.A. the life of 

LORD TENNYSON. With za Illustra- 
tions.. Fca^ 8cw. Clpih, y, 6d, ; Leather^ 
4«. net, [ Little. Baograpl^es. 



Ri K. Benson: the way of holi- 

NESS : a Devotional Commentary on the 
iz9th Psalm. Crown Zvo. $s. . 

H. Bidez. S^ Parmentier. 

C. Bigg. D.D. See St. Augustine, X Kempis, 
andWilliam Law. 



C. B. i>. 



B.D. THE EPISTLE TQ 



THE PHILIPPIANS. Edited by. Fca^. 



8v«. IS, 6d, net, [Chiurchman's Bible. 

'Mr. Biggs* work is very thorough, and 
he has managed to c o mpress a good deal of 
information in to a limited space,* 

— Guardian, 



T. Herbert Bindley. B.D. THE OECU- 

MBNICAL DOCUMENTS OF THE 
FAITH. With Introductions and Notes. 
Cfvcm 8w. 6t. 
A historical account of the Creeds. 

WUUam Blake. See Little Library. 

B. BlaHanA M.A. the song of 

SONGS. Being Selections from St. Bbr- 
MAXD. Pott Zvo, Cloihf ar. ; leather^ 9*, 
td, net, [Library of Devotion. 

OeorgeBody, D.D. THE SOUL'S pil- 
grimage: Devotional Readings from 
his published and unpunished writings. 
Selected and arranged by J. H. Burn. 
B.D. PottSvo, as,6d. 

A. Bolsragon, Captain. THE BENIN 



MASSACRE. 
Bvo, 3s, 6tl, 



second Edition. Crown 



Cardinal Bona. A GUIDE TO ETER- 
NITY. Edited with an Introduction and 
Notes, by J. W. Stanbridge, B.D., late 
Fellow of St. John's College, Oxford. Pott 
ivo, C/otkj as, ; leather, as. 6d, net, 

[ Library of Devotion. 

F. 0. Boon, B.A. A COMMERCIAL 
GEOGRAPHY OF FOREIGN 
NATIONS. Crown Bvo. as. 

[Commercial Series. 

Qeorge Borrow, lavengro. Edited 

by F. HiNDBS Groomb. Two Voiuntes. 
Pott Btfo, Sack voiume, clotk^ is, 6d, net ; 
leather^ as. 6d, net, [Little Library. 

J. Bitaema Bos. AGRICULTURAL 

zoology. Translated by J. R. Ains- 
WORTH Davis, M.A With an Introduction 
by Eleanor A. Ormbrod, F.E.S. With 
Z55 Illustrations. Cr, Zvo, 3s. 6dL 

0. G. Botting. B.A- JUNIOR LATIN 

EXAMINATION PAPERS. Fca^. Bvo. is. 

[Junior Examination Series. 

B. K. Bowden. THE EXAMPLE OF 
BUDDHA : Being Quotations ^ from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the 
Year. Third Edition, i6mo. as. €d. 

B. Bowmaker. THE HOUSING OF 

THE WORKING CLASSES. Crown 
Bvo, as. 6d. [Social Questions Series. 

F. a. Brabant, M.A. SUSSEX. Illus. 
trated by K H. New. Pott Bvo, Cloth, 
3s, : leather, 31. 6d. net. [Little Guides. 

' A charming little book ; as full of sound 
information as it is practical in conc^icm.' 
-—Athemeum, 

'Accurate, complete, and agreeably writ- 
ten '-^Literature, 

Miss VL Brodiick and Miss Andanon 
Xorton. A CONCISE handbook 

OF EGYPTIAN ARCHiEOLOGY. 

With many Illustrations. CrownZvo, 2s.6d, 
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B. W. Brooks. See F. J. Hamilton. 

O.Browaixig,M.A. A SHORT HISTORY 
OFMEDIifeVAL ITALY, a.d. 1250-1530. 
In Two Volumes, Crown Zvo. ss, eacA, 

Vol. l xa5o-Z409. — Gutlphs and GhibelUnes. 

Vol. II, Z409-zs3o.-~The Age of the Con* 
dottierL 

J. BnOlian. See Isaak Walton. 

KUuiBllUey. See Lady Dilke. 

John Bnnyan. TH£ PILGRIM'S PRO- 

GRESS. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by a H. Firth, M.A. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by R. Anning Bell. Cr, ovo, 6s, 
* The best ** Pilgrim's Progress."'— 

Educational Times. 

a. J. Borch, M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Zvo. 3;. 
[University Extension Series. 

Gelett BuTKeBB. GOOPS AND how TO 

BE THEM. With numerous Illustrations. 
Small 4(0. 6s, 

A. E. Bum, B.D., Examining Chaplain to 
the Bishop of Lichfield. AN INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF 
THE CREEDS. Demy %vo, \os. 6d. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 
' This book may be expected to hold its 
place as an authority on its subject' — 
Spectator, 

J. H. Bum. B.D., F.R.S.E. A MANUAL 
OF CONSOLATION FROM THE 
SAINTS AND FATHERS. Pott 8w. 
Clothf 2S, : Uathsr^ ax. 6d, net, 

[Library of Devotion. 

Robert Bums. THE poems of 

ROBERT BURNS. Edited by Andrew 
Lang and W. A. Craigie. With Portrait. 
Second Edition, Demy %ioo^ gilt top* 6s, 

J. R Bury, LL.D. See Gibbon, 

Alfred Caldecott D.D. THE PHIL- 

OSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENG- 
LAND AND AMERICA Demy Ivo, 
ica.6d, ' [Handbooks of Theology. 

' Singularly well-informed, comprehen- 
sive, and fair.' — Glasgow Herald, 

A lucid and informattTe accotmt, which 
certainly deserves a place in every phtlo« 
sopbioal \\\xnixy,*"ScotSman, 

D. S. CalderwOOd, Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
packets of 40, with Answers, u, each. Or 
aa three Books, price 3<^, 24/., and z^* 

R. X. and A. J. Gariyie, M.A. BISHOP 

LATIMER. With Portrait. Crown ttv. 
3^ . 6d* [ Leaden •£ Religion. 



C. C. Clianiier and M. B. Robwts. 

LACE-MAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With i6 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown Zvo, ax. 6d, 

* An interesting book, illustrated, by fasci- 
nating photographs.' — Speaker. 

Lord Chesterfield, THE LETTERS OF, 

TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction, by C Strachey, and Notes by 
A. Caltkrop. Two Volumes. Crotun Zvo. 
6x. each* [Methuen's Standard Library. 

F. W. CliriBtlail. THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and 
Maps. DemyZvo, 12s. 6d, net, 

doero. DE ORATORE I. Translated by 
E. N. P. Moor, M.A. Crown Zvo, y, 6d. 

[Classical Translations. 

SELECT ORATIONS (Pro Milone, Pro 
Murena, Philippic il, luCatilinaml 'Trans- 
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston. M.A., Fellow 
and Tutor of Trinity College, Oxford. 
Crown Bvo, ss, [Classical Translations. 

DE NATURA DEORUM. TransUted 
by F. Brooks, M. A., late Scholar of Balliol 
C)ollege, Oxford. Crown Zvo. js. 6d, 

[Classical Translations. 



DE OFFICIIS. 
Gardiner, M.A. 



Translated by G. B. 
Crown Zifo. 2s. 6d, 
[Classical Translations. 



F.A. Clarke, M.A. bishop KEN. With 
Portrait. Crotun Zvo. ss. 6d, 

[leaders of Religion. 

E. H. Coibeck. M.D. diseases of the 

HEART. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo, 12s, 

W. a. CollingWOOd. M.A. THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Cheap Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s. 

J. C. CollilUI, M.A. See Tennyson. 

W. E. Collins. M.A. THE BEGINNINGS 
OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. With 
Map. Crown Zvo,- y. 6d. 

[Churchman's Library. 

A. H. Cook, M.A. See E. C. Marchant. 

R w. Cooke-Taylor, the factory 

SYSTEM. Crown Zvo. 2s. 6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

Marie CoreUi. the passing of the 

GREAT queen : A Tribute to the Noble 
Life of Victoria Regina. Small ^, is, 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Sm,4io, is, 

Rosemary Cotes. dante*s garden. 

With a Frontispiece. Second Edition, 
Fcap, Zvo, cloth ax. 6d, ; leather, 3X. 6d, 
net. 
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Banfld CoE. aA. land national- 
ization. CfVwmBv0, 2S,6d. 

[Social Qucstiooi Scries. 

W.J. Ondf. See Shakespeare. 

W. A. Qnllit. A PRIMER OF BURNS. 
CrtwH 8cv« u. 6tL 

Mn. Oraik. JOHN Halifax, gen- 

TLEMAN. Edited by Anmib Mathk- 
HON. Two VplumeM, Pott 8m. Each 
yoluttUt CMA, iSt td, tut; Uaihorj m. 6iL 
net, [Little Library. 

Richard Grmiliaw, THE ENGLISH 
POKMS OF. Edited by Edward Hut- 
ton. PottZvo, Clotktis,6^Met;UaiAtr, 
as. 6d» M€t, [Little Library. 

F. G. Crawford. See Mary C. Danson 

0. G. Gminp* M.A. See Thomas EUwood. 

F. H. B. OimUillB. Fellow of All Souls' Col- 
lege, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF THE 
BOER WAR. With many Illustrations, 
Plans, and Portraits. In 2 vols. Vol, /., 151. 

B. L. Cutta, D.D. AUGUSTINE OF 
CANTERBURY. With Portrait. Crown 
Zvo, 3r. bet, [Leaders of Religion. 

Tha Brothers DaMeL a record of 

FIFTY YEARS' WORK. With 150 lUus- 
(rations. Largo 4/0. au. net* 

The record of the work of the celebrated 
Eagnivers, containing a Gallery of beauti- 
ful Pictures by F. Walker, Sir J. Millais, 
Lord Lei^hton, and other great Artbts. 
The book is a history of the finest black-and- 
white work of the nmcteenth century. 

' The book is abundantly illustrated, and 
shows what wood engraving was at its Dest.' 
— Scotsman, 

' A store of genial reminiscences. . The 
designs of the various masters are ex(^uisitely 
engraved. A worthy record of a penod that 
is gone.' — StandmrtL 

G. w. Danieli. m.a. bishop wilber- 

FORCE With Portrait. Crown Zvo. 
3s, 6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

Vary GL Danson and F. G. Crawford. 

FATHERS IN THE FAITH. Snta/lBvo. 
IX. 6fi, 

D&nte Alighlerl LA COMMEDIA DI 

DANTE. The Italian Text edited by 
Paget Toynbbe, Litt D. , M. A. DomjF Zvo. 
Gilt top, 8x. 6^. AlsOf Crown Zvo. ^ 6s. 
- ■ [Methuen's Standard Library. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cary^ Edited by Paget 
TuvN BEB, Litt D. , M. A. Pott Zvo. ClotA, 
IS. 6(1. tut; leather ^ 2s. 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 



THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Translated by H. F. Caxy. Edited by 
Paget Totn bkb, Litt D. , M.A. Pott 9vo, 
Cloth, xs. 6d, net; UeUk^f 2s. 6eL net, 

[Little Library. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Cakv. Edited- by Paget 
ToVNBEE, LittD.,M.A. Post Zvo. Cloth, 
IS. 6d, net; lutthgr, zt. 6d. net. 

[Little Library. 
See also Paget Toynbee. 

A. a Deaao. Edited by. A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIGHT VERSE. Pott Zvo. 
Cloth, \s. 6d. nttiUeUhor, 2S,-6d. net 

[Little Library. 
LeOB Dilboa. THE METRIC SYSTEM. 
Crown tkfo,^ 2s. 

A theoretical and practical guide, for use 
in schools and by the general reader. 

Demosthenes : THE OLYNTHIACS 

AND PHILIPPICS. Translated upon a 
new principle by Otho Holland. Crown 
Zvo. as. 6a» 

Demosthenes, against CONON and 

CALLICLES. Edited with Notes and 
Vocabulary, by F. Darwim Swift, M.A. 
Pea/. Zvo. 2s. 

Chazles Dickens. 

THE ROCHESTER EDITION. 

Crown Zvo. JSach Volnnu, cloth, 3^. 6d, 
With Introductions by George Gissing, 
Notes b^ F. G. Kitton, and Topographical 
lUtistrations. 

THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With Illustra- 
'ons by E. H. New. Two Volumes. 

'As pleasant a copy as any one could 

lesire. The notes add much to the value of 

the edition^ and Mr. New's illustrations are 

also historical. Tht volumes promise well 

for the success of the edition.^-^cotsntan. 

NICHOLAS NICKLEBY, With Illustra- 
tions by R. J. Williamsw Two Volumes* 

BLEAK HOUSE. With Illustrations by 
Beatrice Alcock. Two Volumes, 

OLIVER TWIST. With lUusteations by E. 
H. New. 

THE OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With 
Illustrations by G. M, Bsxmblow Ttuo 
Volumes. 

BARNABY RUDGE. With Illustrations by 
Beatrice Alcock. Two Volumes, 

0. L. Dickinson, M.A., Fellow of King's 
College, Cambridge. THE GREEK VIEW 
OF LIFE. Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 
2S, 6d, [University ExtensitmSerits. 

H. N. Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R.Met. Soc. 
METEOROLOGY. The Elements of 
Weather and Climate. Illustrated. Crown 
Zvo. 2S. 6d. [University Extension Series. 
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La47 DlUce, Hiss Bnlley, and Miss Wliit- 

Isy. WOMEN'S WORK. Crpwm tvp, 
9s, 6d, [Social Qaesttoos Series. 

P.H.I>it<dlfitid,M.A.,F.S.A. ENGLISH 
VILLAGES. Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

'A book which for its instructive and 
piclorial value should find a place in every 
village library. *—Sc0ts9ttan. 

'One of- the best books on village anti* 
qnities we have seen/ — Outlook. 

THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 
TOWNS. With Introduction^ by 
Augustus Jbssop, D.D. Seco$td Edition. 
Crown 2nfO. 6s, 

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 
the Present Time. An Account of Local 
Observances, Festival Customs, and Ancient 
Ceremonies yet Surviving in Great Britain. 
Crotun Zvo. 6s, 

W, H. Dixon, M.A A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. Socond Edition. Crown 

■ Zvo, as, 6d. 

* Much sound and well«expressed criticism. 
The bibliography is a hoon.'—S/eaksr, 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition, Cro7vn 
Svo, sf , 6d, 

[University Extension Series. 

E. Dowden, Litt.D. See Shakespeare. 

J. Dowden, D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. THE WORKMANSHIP OF 
THE PRAYER BOOK: Its Literary 
and Liturgical Aspects. Second Edition, 
Crown %vo, y. 6a. 

[Churchman's Library. 

S. B. Driyer., B.D. , Canon of Christ Church, 
Regius Professor of Hebrew in the University 
of Oxford. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS 
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Crown %vo. 6s. 

*A welcome companion to the author's 
famous "Introduction."'— C»a«/»««. 

8. J. Duncan (Mrs. Cotbs), Author of 
'A Voyage of Consolation.' ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE LATCH. 
Second Edition, Crotun ^0, 6s, 

J. T. Dunn, D.Sc, and V. A Uundella. 

GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 

With ZZ4 Illustrations. Crownivo, ^,6d, 

[Methuen's Science Primers. 

The Eaxl of Durham. A REPORT ON 
CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 
Demy ^vo, js. 6d, net, 

A rcnrint of the celebrated Report which 
Lord Durham made to the British Govern- 
ment on the state of British North America 
in 1839. It is nrobably the most important 
utterance on British colonial policy ever 
published. 



W. A Dutt. NORFOLK. Illustrated by 
B. C BouLTBR^ PoU Zvo. dot A, v.; 
leatkeTf y. 6d. net, [Little Guides. 

Clement Edwards. RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION. Crown Zvo. 
iS, 6d, [Social Quesrions Series. 

W. Douglas Edwards. COMMERCIAL 

LAW. Crown Hvo, as. [Commetciai Series. 

H. B. Egerton, M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. Demy 
Bvo. lOf. 6d, 

'It is a good^ book, distinguished by 
accuracy in detail, clear arrangement of 
facts, and a broad grasp of principles.'-^ 
Manchester Guardian, 

Thomas EUwOOd, THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown %vo. 6s, 

[Methuen's Standard Library. 

This edition is the only one which con* 

tains the complete book as originally pub* 

lished. It has a lon^ Introduction and many 

Footnotes. 

B. BngeL A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE: From its Beginning to 
Tennyson. Translated from the German. 
Demy Zvo, ys, 6d. net. 

This is a very complete and convenient 
sketch of the evolution'of our literatiu-e from 
early days. The treatment is biographical 
as well as critical, and is rendered inore 
interesting by the quotation of characteristic 
passages from the chief authors. 

W. H. Fairbrother. M.A. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition, Crown Svo, y, 6d, 

Susan Ferrier. marriage. Edited by 

Miss Goodrich Freer and Lord Iddrs* 
LEIGH. Two Volumes, Pott Zvo, Each 
volume, clotkj is. 6d. net; leather, qs. 6d, 
net, ■ [Little Library. 

G.H.Firth,M.A. CROMWELL'S ARMY: 
A History of the English Soldier during the 
Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, and the 
Protectorate. Crown Zvo, 7s, 6d. 

An elaborate study and description of 
Cromwell's army by which the victory of 
the Parliament was secured. The *rfe\v 
- Model' is described in minute detail, and 
the author, who is one of the most dis- 
tinguished historians of the day, has made 
great use of unpublished Mss. 

0. W. Fisher. M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. With 
numerous lllustratioot. Demy Zvo. lof. 6d. 

Bdward FltsOerald. the rubaiyat 

OF OMAR KHAYYAM. With a Com* 
mentary by H. M. Batsqn, and a Biography 
of Omar by B. D. Ross. 6t» 
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E. A. nteCtanUL THE HIGHEST 
ANDBS. WUk • Maps* 51 lUaMadoDS, 
t3 of whidi Bxt ia Pootogravofe, and a 
Paaonma. Rtjmi Ssv. 301. tut. 



W. Wardt 70wl«r. 

White. 
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J. F. FnUMT. ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With zoo lUtttCntioiM. 
CrtwH 8cw. 6r. 

* A classic of cycUoc, graphic aad witty.' 
-^y^rkshire Ppst, 

W, TTtakdtL, M.A., Principal of the Storey 
Institute, Lancaster. PRACTICAL 
CHEMISTRY. Part i. With numerous 
Diagrams. Crrnvn iva, it, 6d, 

[Textbooks of Technology. 

'An excellent and eminently practical 
little hook.'-^ek^mast€r» 

Ed. yon FreudenreielL dairy 

BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for 
the Use of Students. Translated bv J. R. 
AiNSWOKTH Davis, M.A. Second Sdttion. 
Rtvittd, CrvwM 8cw, as, 6d, 

H. W. Pulford. M.A. THE EPISTLE 
OF ST. JAMES Edited by. Fca^. Bw. 
IS. 6d, tuL [Churchman's Bible. 

IZn. OaakeU. CRANFORd! Edited by 
£. V.Lucas. PoitZvo, Ciotk^ xs. 6d. net ; 
leather t sf. 6d, net, . [little Library. 

H. B. George. M.A., Fellow of New College, 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH 
HISTORY. With numeroos Plans. Third 
Edition* Crown 8tw. 6r. 

' Mr. George has undertaken a very useful 
task— that m making military affaks in- 
tellinble and instructiTe to non-military 
readers — and has executed it with a large 
measure of success. ' — Times. 

H. do B. Oibbins. Litt.D., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND: HISTORI- 
CALOUTUNES. With 5 Maps. Second 
Edition, JHmy^vo. 10$* 6d. 

A COMPANION GERMAN GRAMMAR. 
Crmvn 9vo, is. td. 

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENG- 
LAND. Eighth Edition. Revued. With 
Maps and Plans. Crown 2ipo, y. 

[University Extension Series. 

THE ECONOMICS OF COMMERCE. 
Crown UfOk xs, 6d. [Commercial Series. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. Crown %D0* js.6d 

[Commercial Series. 

BRITISH COMMERCE AND COLONIES 
FROM ELIZABETH TO VICTORIA. 
Third Edition, Crown ivo, ax. 

[Commercial Series, 



ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Second Edition, Crownimo. as.€d. 

(University Extension Striea. 

H. do BL OlbWU, D.Iitt., M.A., and B. A. 
Hftdjirtd. •f the Hecia Works, SbeffieU. 
A8HORTER WORKING DAY. Crpwm 
9vo, as, 6d, [Social Qoesdoaa S«ks. 

Bdward CUbbOB. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THB BOMAN EMPIRE. 
A New Edition, edited with Notes, 
Appendices, and Maps, by T. B. Bumr, 
LL.D., Fellow of Trinity College, DubUn. 
/n Seven Volumes. Devif %vo. Gilt top. 
8r. ftd, each, Also^ Crown Zvo, 6f. eauL 

'At last there is an adequate modem 
edition of Gibbon. . . . The best edition 
the nineteenth century could produce.' — 
Manchester Guardian, 

* A great piece of tdUSjog-'-^Aca/lemy, 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT- 
INGS. By Edwabo Gibbon. Edited, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by G. 
BiBKBBCK Hill, LL.D. Crown Btfo, 6s, 

* An admirable edition of one of the most 
kiteresting personal records of a literary life. 
Its notes and its numerous appendices are a 
repertory of almost all that can be known 
about Gibhon.''^Manchester Guardian, 

B. C. 8. Gibson, D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 
THE BOOK OF JOB. With Introduction 
and Notes. Demy Zvo. 6*. 

[Oxford Commentaries. 

'The publishers are to be congratulated 
on the start the series has made.' — Times. 

' Pr. Gibson's work is worthy of a high 
degree of appreciation. To the busy worker 
and the intelligent student the commentary 
will be a real boon ; and It will, if we are 
not mistaken, be much in demand. The 
Introduction is almost a model of concise, 
straightforward, prefatory remarks on the 
subject UetLbtd.'-'Afhenauin, 

THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. With an 
Introduction. Third and Chea/er Edition 
in One yohtme. Demy Zvo. zor. Sd. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 

* We welctHne with the utmost satisfaction 
a new, cheaper, and more convenient edition 
of Dr. Gibson's book. It was greatly wanted. 
Dr. Gibson has given theological students 
just what they want, and we should like to 
think that it was in the hands of every 
caadkiate for orders.'— <?iMn^aMb 

THE LIFE OF JOHN HOWARD. With 
xa Illustrations. Poti Zvo, Cloth^ y.; 
leather^ y. 6d. net. [Little Biographies. 

Sea alio George Herbert. 
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George CtifSing. See Dickens. 

A. D. CkxUey. M.A, Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 
- Third BtUti0n, PpUZvo, 9s. 6d. 

VERSES TO ORDER. Cr. Zvo. 9s. 6d, tut. 
HIM CtoOdriOh-Freer. See Susan Ferrier. 

P. Andenon Grabam. the RURA.L 

EXODUS. Crvwniva. 2S.6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

F. 8. Granger, M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Second Edition, Crtnim Zvo. 
as, 6d. [University Extension Series. 

THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

A book dealing with the evolution of the 
religious life and experiences. 

* A remarkable book.' — Glasgow Herald, 
See also University Extension Series. 

E. U'Queen Gray. German passages 

FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. 
CrtnvH Bvo, as. 6d. 

P. L. Gray* B.Sc, formerly Lecturer in 
Physics in Mason University College, Bir- 
minghara. THE PRINCIPLES OF 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With z8z Dia- 
grams. Crtnim 8sv. 3^. 6d, 

Q. Bneklaild Green, M.A, Assistant Maf ter 
at Edinburgh Academy, late Fellow of St. 
John'A CoTlege, Oxoo. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Cnnm 
dv0, ss.Cd, 

Notes and explanations on the chief diffi- 
culties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
numerous passages for exercise. 

E. T. Green, M.A THE CHURCH OF 
CHRIST. CrovmBve. 6s, 

[Churchman's Library. 

R. A. Gregory, the vault of 

HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to 
Astronomy. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 2m/o, as. 6d. 

(University Extension Series. 

W. HUH Griffin, M.A. SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by. 
Pott Bvo. Cioth^ IS, 6d, net; leAiker^ 
2S. 6d. net, [Little Library. 

C. B. Oxinling. A HISTORY OF THE 
GREAT NORTHERN RAILWAY, 
z 845-05. With Illustrations. Demy Zvo. 
•xos. So, 

* Mr. Grinling has done for a Railway what 
Macaulay did for English Klstory.—Tke 
Engineer, 

F. Hlndes GrOOme. See George Borrow. 



K. L. Gwynn. A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 
^oyal iv0, xas. 

This is a birthday-book of exceptional 
dimity, and the extracts have been chosen 
with particular ctfre. 

SteplienGywnn. See Thackeray. 

John HackettL B.D. A HISTORY of 

THE ORTHODOX CHURCH OF 
CYPRUS. With Maps and Illustrations. 
Demytvo, i^net . 

A. C. Haddon, ScD., F.R.S. HEAD- 
HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. Demy Svo, i$s, 

A nturative of adventure and exploration 
in Northern Borneo. It^ contains much 
matter of the highest scientific interest. 

R. A Hadfleld. See H. de B. Gibbins. 

B. K. HaU and W. G. Keal. THE 

ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
V^th ntmierous Illustrations. Demy Zvo. 
ais, net. 

This book contains descriptions of two 
htmdred ruins of temples and forts, and of 
their tjrpes and ages of architecture. It 
describes also the Sabsan and Phoenician 
occi^)ations of Rhodesia ; King Solomon's 
gold, ancient burials, ancient gold-mining, 
etc. It is profusely illustrated, and contains 
many inaps and plans. 

F. J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks. 

ZACHARIAH OF MITYLENE. Trans- 
lated into Engfish. Demy Bvo. jis.6d.net, 

[Byzantine Texts. 

D. Hannay. A SHORT history of 

THE ROYAL NAVY, From Earut 
TiMBS TQ THB Prbsbnt Day.' Illustrated. 
7W Volumes, Demy Bvo, js. 6d. each, 
VoL I. X300-1688. 

A. T. Hare, M. A. THfi CONSTRUCTION 
OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS. With 
numerous Diagrams. Demy Bvfi, 6s, 

diirord Hazzison. READING AND 

READERS. Fcap. Bvo, as,6d, 
* An extremely sensible little book.' — 
Manchester Guardian, 

SVttl Hedin. Gold Medallist of the Royal 
Geographical Society. THROUGH ASIA. 
With 300 Illustration^ from Sketches and 
Pboto^phs by the Authd*, and Maps. 
Ttoo Volumes, Royal Bvo, 36;. net, 

*One of the greatest books of the kind 
issued during the century; It is Impossible 
to give an adequate idea of the richness of 
the contents of this book, or of its abounding 
attractions as a story of travel unsurpassed 
in geographical and human fai terest. Much 
of It is a revelation. Altogethcfr the mojfit 
is one whidi in solidity, novelty, «nd Interest 
must take a first rank among publications 
of its class. '— Times, 
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T. r. HwidWBOn. A LITTLE BOOK OF 
SCOTTISH VERSE. PcttZw, CUth, 
IS, 6d. ntt ; leathtr^ a«. 6d, tui. 

[Little Litwftiy. 
See also D. M. Moir. 

W.B.H6iae7. ENGLISH LYRICS. 
Crown 8v^. Gilt top, js. 6d. 

W. E. Henley and 0. WbiUey* A BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. Crown ivo. 
Buckram, gilt to^. 61. 

B. B. Benton, M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Oxford, Canon of Westminster. APOS- 
TOLIC CHRISTIANITY : As lUustrtled 
bv the Epistles of St Paul to the Corinthians. 
Crown 8v0. 6t. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical and 
Social Sermons. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

DISCIPLINE AND LAW. Fca/. 8w. 

2S, td. 

QeoTf^ Herbert. THE, TEMPLE. 

Edited, with an Introduction and Notes, 
by E. C S. GiBSONp D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 
Pott 8cv. Cloth, as, ; Uathor, as. 6d. not, 

(Library of Devotion. 

This edition contains Walton's Life of 
Herbert, and the text is that of the first 
edition. 

Be]:x>detat : easy selections, with 

Vocabulary. By A. C. Liddbll, M.A. 
Pca^ Bvo, IS, 6a, 

W.A.8.BewiXL8.B.A. ENGLISH TRADE 
AND FINANCE IN THE SEVEN- 
TEENTH CENTURY. Crown Svo. 

[University Extension Series. 

T. BUbert. THE AIR GUN : or, How 
the Mastermans and Dobson Major nearly 
lost th^ir Holidays. Illustrated. Sguare 
Fca/,%vo, as,6d, [Little Blue Books. 

daxe HiU, Registered Teacher to the City and 
Guilds of London Institute. MILLIN- 
ERY, THEORETICAL, AND PRAC- 
TICAL. With numerous Diagrams. 
Crown Bvo. ^s, 

[Textbooks of Technology. 

Benry Hill, B. A, Headmaster of the Boy's 
High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Crown Zvo. ^s. 6d. 

This book has beeii specially written for 
use in ^outh African schools. 

a Birkbeck Hill, LL.D. See Gibbon. 

Howard C. HiUeeae. WITH THE BOER 

FORCESr With 24 Illustrations. Second 
r Edition^ Crown Zzw, 6s. 

n% L. Biade. THE FALL OF THE 
CONGO ARABS. With Plans, etc De»ty 
8fV. fax. 6dt 



L. T. Hobhoaee. Fellow of CCC, Oxfotd. 
THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Dsmy 8tw. ais, 

J. A. Hobsen, M.A. problems of 

POVERTY : An Inquiry into the Indus- 
trial Condition of the Poor. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Zto. as. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series and University 
Extension Series. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM- 
PLOYED. Crown %vo, as. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

T. Hodgldn. D.C.L. GEORGE FOX, 
THE QUAKER. With Portrait. Crown 
Bvo. 2^. 6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

Cbester Holcombe. THE REAL CHIN- 

ESE QUESTION. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

*It is an important addition to the 
materials before tne public for forming an 
opinion on a most dimcult and pressing pro- 
blem.'— 7V»»«. 

Sir T. H. BoldiCb, K.C.LE. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a Per- 
sonal Record of Twenty Years. I Uustrated . 
Demy Zvo, 15s. net 

* Interesting and inspiriting from cover to 
cover, it Mrill assuredly take its place as the 
classical work on the history of the Indian 
frontier.' — Pilot, 

Canon Bcqtt Holland, lyra apos- 

TOLICA. With an Introduction. Notes 
by H. C. Beeching, M. A. PottZvo. Cloth, 
as,; leather, as. 6d, net,^ 

[Library of Devotion. 

0. J. Holyoake. THE CO-OPERATIVE 
MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Second Edition, 
Crown Zvo, as. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

Horace: THE ODES AND EPODES. 
Translated by A. Godley, M.A., Fellow of 
Magdalen College, Oxford. CroTvn Zvo, 
as, [Classical Translations. 

B. L. 8. Horsburgh, M. A. WATERLOO : 
A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Crown Zvo, $s. 

*A brilliant essay — ^mple, sound, and 
thorough.' — Daily Chronicle. 

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. With 
Portraits and Illustrations. Fcap, Zvo, 
Cloth, 31. 6d. ; leather, iS. net, 

[Little Biographies. 

R. F. Borton. D.D. JOHN HOWE. 
With Portrait. Crottm Zvo. 3*. 6d. 

[ Leaders of Religion. 

Alexander Bosie. MANCHURIA. With 

Illustrations and a Map. DemyZvo, ios.6d, 
net. 
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O. HoweU. TRADE UNIONISM— NEW 

• AND OLD. Third Edition, Crown Bvo. 
2s. 6d. [Social Questions Series. 

H. G, Hutchinson, the golfing PiL- 

GRIM. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A. W. Hutton, M.A. CARDINAL MAN- 
NING. With Portrait. Crown Svo. 3s. 
6d. [Leaders of Religion. 

See also Tauler. 

Edwaxd Hutton. See Richard Crashaw. 

R. H. Hutton. CARDINAL NEWMAN. 
With Portrait. Crown Svo, 3*. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

W. H. Button, M.A. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. . Crown Zvo. ss. 

WILLIAM LAUD. With Portrait. Second 
Edition. Crown Zvo. 3s. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

Henrik Ibsen, brand, a Drama. Trans- 
latedhyWiLU AM Wilson. Third Edition. 

• Crown Zvo. 3J. 6d. 

Lord Iddesleigb. See Susan Ferrier. 

W. R. Inge, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Hert- 
ford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN MYS- 
TICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 1899. 
Demy Zvo. 12s. 6d. net. 

* It is fully worthy of the best traditions 
connected with the Bampton Lectureship.'— 
Record. 

A. D. Innes, m.a. a history of the 

BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Crovm Zvo. ys. 6d. 

' * Written in a vigorous and effective style 
... a thoughtful and impartial accoiuit.'— r 
Spectator. 

' Mr. Innes has done a difficult piece of 

. work well. . He has t^ken the history into 

his mind ; given it shape, feature, and 

vitality there ; therefore it comes alive and 

fresh from his'mind.' — Scotsman. 

8. Jackson, m.a. a primer of busi- 
ness. Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 
IS. 6d, [Commercial Sraies. 

F. Jacob. M.A. JUNIOR FRENCH 
examination papers. FcaP. Zvo. 
15. [Junior Examination Series. 

J. Stephen Jeans. TRUSTS, POOLS, 

AND CORNERS. Crown Zvo. lis. 6d. 
• [Social Questions Series. 

R. L. Jefferson. A new ride to 

KHIYA. Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

E^ JenkSt M.A., professor of Law at Uni- 
versity College, Liverpool. ENGLISH 
LOCAL GOVERNMENT. Croivn Zvo. 
2s. 6d. [University Extension Series. 



C. S. Jerrani, M.A. See Pascal 

Augustus Jessopp.D.D. JOHN DONNE. 
With Portrait., Crotun Zvo. 3*. 6d» 

[Leaders of Religion. 

F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D., Principal of 
Hatfield Hall, Durham. . EVOLUTION. 
Crown Zvo. y. 6d. [Churchman's Library. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. Second 
Edition, Demy Zvo. 10s, 6d. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 

' The merit of this book lies in the penetra- 
tion, the singular acuteness and force of the 
author's judgment. He is at once critical 
and luminous, at once just au^d suggestive. 
A comprehensive and thorough nook.' — 
Birmingham Post. 

Sir H. H. Jolinston, K.C6. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 2*0 
Illustrations and Six Maps. Second 
Edition. Crown 4^0,' iZs. net. 

H. JondS. A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS 

AND BUSINESS. CrownZvp. ^ xs. 6d. 

[ Commerctal,Series. 

F. W. Joyce, M.A. THE LIFE OF SIR 
FREDERICK GORE OUSELEY. 7J. 6d. 

Lady Julian of Norwich, revela- 
tions OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 
Gracc Warrack. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A partially modernised version, from the 
MS. in the British Museum of a book which 
Dr. Dalgaims terms ' One of the most 
remarkable books of the M iddle Ages. ' Mr. 
Inge in his Bamj^ton Lectures on Christian 
Mysticism calls it * The beautiful but little 
known Revelations.' 

M. Kauflnann. socialism ' and 

MODERN THOUGHT. Crown Zvo. 
2S. 6d. [Social Questions Series. 

J. F. Keating, d.d. THE agape and 

THE EUCHARIST. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 

John Keble. the christian year. 

With an Introduction and Notes by W. 
Loqk, D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Anning B£Ll. Second 
Edition. Fcap, Zvo. 3J. itd; padded 
tnoroeco^ ^s. 

' The present edition is annotated with all 
the care and insight to be expected from 
Dr. Lock.' — Guardian, 

LYRA INNOCENTIUM. Edited, with 
Introduction and Notes,- by Walter Lock, 
D.D., Warden Of Keble College, Oxford. 
Pott Zvo, Ctotht zs. : leather^ 2s. 6d. net. 

(Library of Devotion. 
' This sweet and fragrant b«ok has never 
been published more attractively.' — 

Academy. 
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THE CHIUSTIAN YEAR. With lotro- 
dacdoa and Notes by Waltbk Lock. 
D.D.. Warden of Keble Cotlege Stccnd 
EditWH, Poti^9» CMk,%i,:hmiher^9S, 
6d, Mit, [Library of Devotion. 

Tbomas i X«iiipii. the imitation 

OF CHRIST. With an Introduction hy 
Dban Famax. lUitttrated by C M. 
Gbuu Sictmd Edition, Fcm^,Uw, y,td, 
met ; padded mcrocce, y. 

'Amongst all the innumerable English 
editions of the *' Imitation," there can have 
been few which were prettier than this one, 
printed in strong and handsome type, with 
all the glory of red initials. '--ui^/vtv 
HermU. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Re- 
vised Translation by C. Bigg, D.D., Canon 
of Christ Church. With an Introduction. 
Crewn 8cv. y, 6d, 

A new edition, carefully revised and set 
in large type, of Dr. Bigg's well-known 
version. 

'Dignified, hannoniotts, and sdiolarly.' 
— ^AvfvA Review. 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A Re- 
vised Translation, with an Introduction by 
C. Bigg, D.D.. late Student of Christ 
Church. Second Edition. PettZve* CUth^ 
as, ; UeUher^ as. 6d, net. 

[Library of Devotion. 

A practically new translation of this book 
which the reaider has, almost for the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it left 
the hands of the author. 

JamM HOVCbton Xtnnedy, D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University 
of Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND 
AND THIRD EPISTLES TO THE 
CORINTHIANS. With Introduction, 
Dissertations and Notes. Crown 8tv. 6s. 

C. w. KtmnilTis, m.a. the chem- 

ISTRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. 
Illustrated. Crottm ivo. as. 6d. 

[University Extension Series. 

A. W. Xinglake. EOTHEN. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Pott Zvo. Clothe 
IX. td, net; leather^ as. 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 

Bodyaxd Xiiding. BARRACK- ROOM 

BALLADS, lyrd Thous€wd» Crown Svo. 
6s. ! leather, 6s. net, 

* Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full 
of character. • . . Unmistakable genius 
rings in every line.* — Tinus, 

'The ballads teem with imagination, they 
palpitate with emotion. We read them with 
laughter and tears : the metres throb in eur 
pulses, the cunningly ordered words tingle 
with life ; and if this be not poetry, what 
is ? '—/»«// Mall Gazette. 



THE SEVEN SEAS. 6W ThmtoemM* 
Crown Bvoi. Bnckrmm, gilt top, 6s, ; 
leather, 6s. net, 

' The Empire has found a singer ; it is 
no depreciation of the songs to say that 
statesmen may have, one way or other, to 
take acconnt of them.'— 

Manchester Guardsem, 
F. <!. Kitfeon. See Dickens. 

W. J. Knox Uttld. See St Francis de Sales. 

OhariM Lamb, the essays of elia. 

With over loe Illustrations by A. Garth 
Jones, and an Introduction by E. V. Lucas. 
Demypvo, tos, 6d, 

'This edition is in many respects of 
peculiar beauty.'— Z>«i(^ Chronicle. 

* It is in every way an admirable edition 
and the illustrations are delightful.' — 

ELIA. AND THE LAST ESSAYS OF 
ELIA. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Pott Ztto. 
Cloth, xs. 6d, net; leather, as. 6d, tut. 

[Little Library. 

THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS : 
An x8o5 Book for Children. Illustrated by 
William Mulrbady. A new edition, in 
facsimile, edited by £. V. Lucas, is. td. 

This little book is a literary curiosity, and 
has been discovered and identified as the 
work of Charles Lamb by £. V. Lucas. 
It is an exact facsimile of the original 
edition, which was illustrated by Mulready. 

Profeisor LamliroB. ecthesis 

CHRONICA. Edited by. Denw^o, 
js. 6d. net, [Byzantine Texts. 

Stanley Lane-Poole. THE LIFE OF 

SIR HARRY PARKES. A Uew and 
Cheaper Edition, Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A HISTORY OF EGYPT IN THE 
MIDDLE AGES. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown Zvo. 6s, 

F. Lanffbri^, M.A. ballads of the 

BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
Courage, and Constancy. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo. as. 6d, 

'The book is full of splendid things.'— 
If^orld. 

WUliam Law. A SERIOUS CALL TO A 
DEVOUT AND HOLY LIFE. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by C Bigg, D.D., 
late Student of Christ Church. Pott Zvo, 
Cloth, as. ; leather, as. 6d. net, 

{Library of Devotion. 
This is a reprint, word for word and line 
for line, of the Editio Princeps, 

G. 8. Layard. THE life of MRS. 

LYNN LINTON. Illustrated. Demy 
Zvo. las. 6d, 

'Mrs. Lynn Linton is here presented to 
us in all her moods. She lives m the book ; 
she is presented to us so that we really 
know htx.*'—Literutnre. 
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Oavtaln MelyfUe Lee. A HISTORY OF 

POUCK IN ENGLAND. Crown Bw. 
7s, 6d. 

' A learned book, comprising many curious 
details to interest the general reader as well 
as the student who wul consult it for exact 
information.' — Daily News» 

* The book rests on accurate research and 
gives a vast array of &cts and statistics.' — 
Glasgow Herald, 

V. B. Lewes, M.A. AIR AND WATER. 
Illustrated. Crown Zvo. as. 6d.^ 

[University Extension Series. 

Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble Col- 
lege. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. Crown Svo, 3*. 64, 

See also Keble and Oxford Commentaries. 

JOHN KEBLE. With Portrait. Crown 
8v9. y, 6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

B. V. Lucas. See Jane Austen and Mrs. 
Gaskell and Charles Lamb. 

LvdaB. SIX DIALOGUES (Nigrinus, 
Icaro-Menippus, The Cock, The Ship. The 
Parasite, The Lover of Fmlsehood)i Trans- 
lated by S. T. Irwin, M.A, Assistant 
Master at Clifton ; late Scholar of Exeter 
College, Oxford. Croion Bvo. 3s, 6d, 

[Classical Translations. 

L. W. Lyde, M.A. A COMMERCIAL 
GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH EM- 
PIRE. Third EditioH, Crown ivo. 2*. 

[Commercial Series. 

Hon. Krs. Lyttelton. women and 

THEIR WORK. Crown Bvo, as,6d. 

'Thoughtful, interesting, practical.'— 

GMardian, 

'The book is full of sound precept given 
with sympathy and wit.' — Pilot, 

J. & B. M'Allen, M. A THE PRINCIPLES 
OF BOOKKEEPING BY DOUBLE 
ENTRY. Crown Bvo. tu, 

[Commercial Series. 

P. MacCimn» JOHN KNOX. With Por- 
trait. Crown Bvo, 3s, 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

A M. Mackay. THE CHURCHMAN'S 
INTRODUCTION TO THE OLD 
TESTAMENT. Crown Bvo, y. 6d. 

[Churchman's Library. 
*The book throughout is frank and 
courageous.'— (P/flur^vtv Herald, 

Laurie Uagnns, M.A A primer of 

WORDSWORTH. Crown Bvo, as. 6d, 



J P. Kaliafly, Litt.D. A HISTORY OF 
^YPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 



THE EGYl 
Fully Illustrated. 



Crown Bvo, 6s, 



P. W. Maltland. LL.D.. Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. RoyalBoo* js,6d, 

H. B. Maiden, M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Crozvn Bvo, y. 6d, 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Crown Bvo, xs, 6d, 

E.C. Marchant, M.A., Fellow of Peterhouse, 
Cambridge, and Assistant Master at St. Paul's 
School. A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. 
Crown Bvo, 3s. 6d. 

B. C. Marchant, M.A., and A M. Oook. 

M.A PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. CroivnBvo, y, 6d. 

* We know no book of this class better 
fitted for use in the higher forms of schools.' 
— Guardian, 

J. B. Marr, F.R.S., Fellow of St. John's 
College, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Illustrated. 
Crown Bvo, ts, 

* A volume, moderate in size and readable 
in style, which will be acceptable alike to 
the student of geology tnd geography, and 
to the toiuri9t.'^-ylM^«Mr«m. 

A. J. Mason. THOMAS CRANMER. 
With Portrait. Crown Bvo, 3s. 6d, 

[Leaders of Religion. 

QeorereMasBee. the evolution OF 

PLANT LIFE: Lower Forms. With 
Illustrations. Crovun Bvo, as, 6d, 

[University Extension Series! 

C. P. a. Masterman, m.a. tennyson 

AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Crown 
Bvo, 6s. 

*A thoughtful and penetrating apprecia* 
tion, full of interest and suggestion.' — 
tVorld, 

Annie Matheson. See Mrs. Craik. 

Bmma U. Mellows. A short STORY 

OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crown 
Bvo, 3s. 6d, 

'A lucid and well-arranged account of 
the growth of English literature.'— iP«// 
MallGatette, 

L. C. Mlall, F.R.S. See Gilbert White. 

B. B. MiChen. THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 

?Tavures by G. E.. Lodge, and other 
llustrations. Dtmy Bvo, los. 6d, 
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1.0.1imaifl. THE LIFE AND LETTERS 
OF SIR JOHN EVERETT MILLAIS, 
President of the Royal Academy. With 3x9 
lUustxationi, of which 9 are Photogravure. 
9 vols. Royal Zv0. aot.net. 

* This splendid work.'— ffVr^. 

* Of such (ibsorbing interest is it, of such 
completeness in scope and beauty. Special 
tribute must be paid to the extraoroinary 
completeness of the illustrations.' — Gm/A»c. 

J. 0. mine, M.A. A HISTORY OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Cnmm Bpo. 6f. 

P.Clua]nenUiteiMll.M.A. outlines 

OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Secoml 
Edition, Crown 2ivo. ts. 

A text • book designed to corer the 
Schedule issued by the Ro]raI College of 
Physiciaos and Suigeons. 

D. K. Moir. MANSIE WAUCH. Edited 
by T. F. Henderson. Pott Svo. Cloth^ 
If. 6</. ntt ; leather^ as. 6d. net. 

[Little Library. 

H. B. Moore. BACK to THE LAND : 
An Inquiry into the cure for Rural Depopu- 
lation. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 

[Social Questions Series. 

W. B. MorflU, Oriel Colln^e, Oxford. A 
HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 
With Maps and Plans. Crown Zvo. js. 6d. 

This history, is founded on a study 
of original documents, and though neces- 
sarily brief, is the most comprehensive 
narrative in existence. Considerable atten- 
tion has been paid to the social and literary 
development of the country, and the recent 
expansion of Russia in Asia. 

B. J. Moriob, late of Clifton College. 
GERMAN EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR 
AND IDIOMS. Fi/iA Edition. Crown 
Svo. as.6d. 

[School Examination Series. 

A Kav, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students onljr, to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. ' 6s. net. 

XiSB Andenon Morton. See Miss Brod- 

rick. 

H. C. G. Motile, D.D. CHARLES 
SIMEON. With Portrait. Crown Svo. 
2S.6d, [Leaders of Religion. 

M. M. Pattison Mnlr. M.A. THE 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Ele- 
mentary Principles of Chemistry. Illus- 
trated. Croum Svo. as. 6d. 

[University Extension Series. 

V. A Mondella, M.A. See J. T Dunn. 



W.O. Neal SeeR.N.HalL 

H. W. NerlnBon. ladysmith: The 

Diary of a Siege. With x6 Illustrations and 
a Plain. Second Edition. CronmSvo. 6s. 

James fforthcote, R.A., THE conver- 

SATIONS OF, AND JAMES WARD. 
Edited by Eitt«EST Flbtchek. With many 
Portraits. Dem¥ Svo, tos. 6d. 

* Mr. Fletcher's book will range and rank 
with Ua^ht's.'-Gloie. 

' Every reader, with any taste for art, will 
find the book engrossing.' — Yorkshire Post, 

A H. Norway, Author of ' Highways and Bv- 
ways in Devon and Cornwall.' MAPLES : 
PAST AND PRESENT. With ^o lUos^ 
trattoos by A. G. Fbrard. Crown Svo, 6s. 

Standidi O^Qrady. THE STORY OF 

IRELAND. Crown Svo, as. 6d, 

Mrs. OUphant THOMAS CHALMERS. 
With Portrait. Crown Svo, 3s. 6d. 

[Leaders of Rdigion. 

0. W. Oman, M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 
Oxford. A HISTORY OP THE ART 
OF WAR. Vol. II.: The Middle Ages, 
from the Fourth to the Fourteenth Century; 
Illustrated. Demy Svo, ais, 

' The whole art of war in its historic evolu- 
tion has never been treated on such an 
ample and compr^ensive scale, and we 
question if any recent contribution to the 
exact history of the world has possessed 
more enduring value.' — Daily Chronicle. 

Prinoe Henri of Orleans. FROM ton- 
kin TO INDIA. Transhited by Hamlby 
Bent, M.A. With 100 Illustrations and a 
Map. Crown ^to, gilt top, a^s. 

B. L. Ottley. M.A., late Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxon., and Principal of Pusey 
House. THE DOCTRINE OF THE 
INCARNATION. Second and cheaper 
Edition, Demy Sivo, xas. 6d. 

[Handbooks of Theology. 

* A clear and remarkably full account of 
the main currents of speculation. Scholarly 
precision . . . genuine tolerance . . . 
intense interest in his subject — are Mr. 
Ottley's mtnX%.*-^Guardian. 

LANCELOT ANDREWES. With Por- 
trait. CTVwn Svo. 3s. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

J. H. Overton, M.A. JOHN WESLEY. 
With Portrait. Crown Svo. y. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion. 

M. N. Oxford, of Guy's Hospital. A 
HANDBOOK OF NURSING. Crown 
Svo. 3s. 6d. 

* The most useful work of the kind that 
we have seen. A most valuable and prac* 
tical manual.' — Manchester Guardian. 
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W. C. C. Fains. THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. With ntunerons Illustrations. 

. DemyZvo, x$s, 

■ *A thorottghgoinff working text.book of 
its subject, practical and well-stocked.' — 
Scotsman, 

Pro£ L^n Parmentier and VL, Bides. 

EVAGRIUS. Edited by. Demy 8w. 
lof. 6d. Hit. [Byzantine Texts. 

H. W. Paid. See Laurence Sterne. 

E. H. Pearce, M.A. the annals of 

CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. With many 
Illustrations. Demy 8r^. js. 6d, 

*A well-vnritten, copious, authentic his- 
tory.'— 7Vw«. 

JK. B. Peary, Gold Medallist of th^ Royal 
Geographical Society. NORTHWARD 
OVER THE GREAT ICE. With over 800 
Illustrations, a vais* Royal Zvo, 32X. net, 

* His book will take its place among the 
permanent literature of Arctic explOTation. ' 
— Times, 

Sidney Peel, late Fellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com- 
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Edition, Crown Zifo, \s, td. 



M. Perugini, 

WILLIAM BLAKE. Pott Zvo, 



SELECTIONS FROM 

Cloth^ 
IS, td, net; leather ^ 2s, 6d, net, 

[Little Library. 

J. P. Peters, B.D. THE OLD TESTA- 
MENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR- 
SHIP. Cronm^vo, 6f. 

[Churchman's Library. 

' Every page reveals wide reading, used 
with sounaand scholarly judgment.' 

— Manchester Guardian. 

W. H. Flinders Petrie, D.C.L., LL.D., Pro- 

. fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from the 
Earliest Times to the Present Day. 
Fully Illustrated. In six volumes. Crown 
Zvo, ts, each, 

' A history written in the spirit of scientific 
precision so worthily represented by Dr. 
Petrie and his school caaiiot but promote 
sound »nd accurate studvi and supply a 
vacant place in the English littratnre of 
Egyptology.'— TViwrf. 

Vou I. Prehistoric Times to XVIth 

Dynasty. Fourth Edition. 
Vol. II. The XVI Ith and XVIIIth Dy- 

NASTIES. Third Edition, 
Vol. IV, The Egypt of the Ptolemies. 

J. P. Mahaffy, Litt.D. 
Vol. v. Roman £gypt. J. G. Milnb, M.A. 
Vol. vt. Egypt in the Middi^ Ages. 

Stanley Lanb-Pgolb, M.A. 



RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. FuUy Illustrated. 
Crown Zvo, as. 6d, 

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA TABLETS. Crown Zvo, 
is. 6d, 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Trist- 
ram Ellis. In Two Volumes. Crown Zvo. 
35. €td, each, 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
X20 Illustrations. Crovon Zvo, 3*. 64, 

' In these lectures he displays rare skill 
in elucidating the development of decora- 
tive art in Egypt.'— 7Vm»«. 

Philip Pienaar. with steyn and 

DEWET. Second Edition. CroumZvo, 
y.6d. 

A narrative of the adventures of a Boer 
telegraphist of the Orange Free State 
durug the war. 

Plautns. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com- 
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College, Oxford. Demy Zvo, 10s. 6d, 
net. 

For this edition all the importsuit mss. 
have been re-collated. An appendix deals 
with the accentual element in early Latin 
verse. The Commentary is very full. 

*A work of great erudition and fine scholar- 
ship. ' — Scotsman, 

THE CAPTIVI. Adapted for Lower Forms, 
by J. H. Frbbsb, M.A., late Fellow of St. 
John's, Cambridge, is, 6d, 

J. T. Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A., King's 

College, Cambridge. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN ENGLISH HISTORY. 
Crown Zvo, or. 6d. 

[School Examination Series. 

M. C. Potter, M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
Illustrated, and Edition, Crozvn Zvo. 
is.6d, [University Extension Series. 

Lb L. Price, M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Third 
Edition, Crown Zvo, as. 6d, 

[University Eittensidn Series. 

'•Q." THE GOLDEN POMP. A Proces- 
sion of English Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. 
QuiLLBR Couch. Crown Zvo. _ Buckram, 
6s, 

R. B. Backham, M.A. THE ACTS OF 
THE APOSTLES. With Introduction 
and Notes. Demy Zvo. 12s, 6d. 

[Oxford Commentaries. 

' A really helpful book. Both introduction 

and commentary are marked by comihon 

sense and adequate knowledge. *—&iMn/MM. 
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8. W. EandOlWl, D.D., Prineipal of tb« 
ThMlogical College. Ely. THIirPSALMS 
OF DAVID. With an lutroduction and 
Notes. Pctt 8cv. C^M, «.; Uathtr, 
tt, 6d, net, [Library of Devotion. 

A devotional and practical edition of the 
Prayer Book version of the Psahns. 

HflTtlrinTiaff^llftll. M.A., Fellowand Tutor 
of New College, Oxford. DOCTRINE 
AND DEVELOPMENT. CrowuZvo, 6s. 

W. B«aMnL M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 
SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Crown tvff. 



as, 6d, 



[Social Questions Series. 



diariM lHflnlTH^^^^" the English 

TURF. With numerous Illustrations and 
Plans. Demy Zvo, x^r. 

' From its sensible introduction to its very 
complex index^ this is about the ^best book 
that we are likely for some time to see 
upon the subject with which It deals.' — 
AtAemrum, 

M. B. ftOl)ert8. See C. C. Chann«r. 

▲. Robertson, D.D., Principal of King's 
College, London. REGNUM DEI. The 
Bampton Lectures of 1901. Demy 9aa» 
X3X. td, net, 

* A notable voiume. Its chief value and 
interest is in its historic treatment of its 
great theme.' — Daily News. 

' It is altogether a solid piece of work and 
a valuable contribution to the history of 
Christian thought.' — Scafsman, 

8irG.8.Roberteoa,K.C.S.L CHITRAL: 
TheStory of a Minor Siege. With numer- 
ous Illustrations, Map and Plans. Second 
Edition, Demy Zvo, xor. 6d, 

*A book which the Elizabethans wouid 
have thought wonderful. More thrilling, 
more piquant, and more human than any 
novel. —*iWwc4U/& Chronicle. 

J. w. Robertson-Scott the people 

OF CHINA. With a Map. Crown Zvo. 

A. W.' Robinson, Vicar of All Hallows, 
Barking. THE EPISTLE TO THE 
GALATIANS. Explained. Fcap. Zvo, 
XX. 6d» net, [Churchman s Bible. 

*The most attractive, sensible, and in- 
structive manual for people at large, which 
we have ever seen.' — Church Gazette. 

CeciliaRobinson. THE MINISTRY OF 

DEACONESSES. With an Introduction 
by the Lord Bishop of Winchester. Crown 
Zvo, 3r. 6d* 

0/R0dW«ll, B.A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Wai.tbr Lock, D.D. , Warden 
of Keble College. F^t%V9, 39, 6d. 



idward Rose, the rose readeiu 

With numerous lUustniiions. Crown 9itw. 
ar. 6d, Also in 4 Parts, Paris I, mttdll. 
6d, each ; Part ///. Zd. ; Part IV, lod. 

A reader on a new and original plan. 

The distinctive feature of this book is the 
entire avoidance of irregularly-spelt words 
until the^ pupil has thoroughly mastered 
the principle of reading, and learned its 
enjoyment. The reading of connected sen- 
tences begins from the first page, before the 
entire alphabet is introduced. 

E. DeniSOnRoSB, M.A. SeeW. Beckford, 
A. W. Kinghdce, and F. H. Skrine. 

A. E. RnUe, M.A., Head Master of the 
Royal Naval School. Eltham. THE GOS* 
PEL ACCORDING TO ST. MARK* 
Edited by. With three Maps. Crown Zvo, 
XX. 6d, [Methuen's Junior School Books. 

W. Clark RnsseU. THE LIFE OF 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 
With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. Fourth 
Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 

* A bode which we should like to see in 
the hands of every boy in the country.' — 
St, /ame/i Gautte. 

Visconnt St Cyres. THE LIFE OF 

FRAN9OIS DE FENELON. Illus- 
trated. Demy Ztfo, xox. 6d, 

*A work of high historical and lively in' 
tatsX.'— Outlook, 

* A most interesting life of a most interest- 
inz personage.* — Scotsman, 

* We have in this admirable volume a most 
valuable addition to our historical portrait 
gallary.'— Z)tfr()» News, 

Bt. Frandfl de Sales; ON the LOVE 

OF GOD. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, 
M.A. Pott Zvo, Cloth, 2X. ; leather, 
as, 6d, net, [Library of Devotion. 

J. 8argeaimt,M. A. annals OF west- 
minster SCHOOL. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy Zv^, js. 6d, 

C. Sathas. the HISTORY OF 
PSELLUS. Demy Zvo. 15X. net, 

[Byzantine Texts. 

H.O.Se«lesr, F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE 
AIR. With many Illustrations. Crown 
Zvo, 6s, 

A popular history of the most remarkable 
flying animals which ever lived. Their jrela- 
tions to mammals, birds, and reptiles, living 
and extinct, are WQwn by an original series 
of illustrations. The scattered remains pre* 
served in Europe and the United States have 
been put together accurately to show the 
varied form? of the animals. The book b a 
naturgd history of these extinct animall 
which flew by means of a tiaglc fisgexk 
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V. F. Mlf. M.A. THE MECHANICS 
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Crovm 
800. M. 6d, [Univeruty Extension Series. 

Bdmnnd Selmis. TOMMY SMITH'S 

ANIMALS. lUtistrated by G. W. Ord. 
Second Edition, Fcap. Sibo* 2s, 6d. 

'A quaint, fascinating little book : a nur* 
sery classic.' — Athenaeum, 

William Shakespeare. 

THE ARDEN EDITION. 

Demy tpc. y. 6d. each volume. General 
Editor, W. J. Craig. An Edition of 
Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with 
a full introduction, Textual Notes, and 
a Commentary at the foot of the page. The 
first voltunes are :-~ 

HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden, 
Litt.D. 

' Fully up to the level of recent scholarship, 
both English and German.' — AceuUtuy. 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 
Edward Dowdbn, Litt.D. 

'No edition of ShakeM)eare is likely to 
prove more attractive and satisfactory than 
this one. It is beautifully printed and paged 
and handsomely and simply bound.' — 

St, James's Geuette. 

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. 

'We are grateful for a learned and 
sensible edition of the play. ' — Mornings Post. 

JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Mac- 

MILLAN, M.A. 

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Morton 

LUCB. 

A Shaip. VICTORIAN POETS. Crtnvn 
8vo, 2S, 6d, [University Extension Series. 

J. 8. ShedlOCk. THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA: Its Origin and Development. 
Crown Zva, 5^ . 

' This work should be in the possession of 
every musician and amateur. A concise 
and lucid history and a very valuabk work 
for reference.' — Athemeum. 

Arthur SherweU, M.A. LIFE IN WEST 

LONDON. Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 
as. 6d, [Social Questions Series. 

F. H. Skiine and E. D. Bobs, the 

HEART OF ASIA. With Maps and 
many Illustrations by Vbrbstchagin. 
Large Crown 8sv. xof. 6^. net, 

' This volume will form a landmark in our 
knowledge of Central Asia. . • . Illuminat- 
ing and convincing.'—- 7s>^;«x. 

fiyan Small, M.A. THE earth. An 

Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 
Crown %vo, as. 6d* 

[University Ext«nnen Series. 



KOWeU C. Smith, Fellow of N^ Colle|e, 
Oxford. SELECTIONS FROM 
WORDSWORTH. Pott ^uo. Cloth, 
xs. 6d. net; leather , as. 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 

Sophocles, electra and atax. 

Translated by E. D. A. Morshbad, M.A., 
Assistant Master at Winchester. »*, 6d. 

[Classical TranaJations. 

R. Southeir. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
(Ho«nard, Clifford, Hawkins, Drake, Caven- 
dishX Edited, with an Introduction, by 
David Hannay. Second Edition, Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

'A brave, inspiriting book.'—- ^/««A attd 
White. 

C. E. Spence, M.A., Clifton College. HIS 
TORY AND GEOGRAPHY EXAM 
INATION PAPERS. Second Edition, 
Crown Zvo, as. 6d. 

[School Exaunination Series 

W. A Spooner, M. A., Fellowof New College 
Oxford. BISHOP BUTLER. WithPor 
trait. Crown d/uo, ^s. 6d. 

[Leaders of Religion 

J. W. Btaabridse. B.D., Rector of Bainton 
Canon of Yorki and sometime Fellow of St 

iohn's College, Oxford. A BOOK OF 
)EVOTIONS. Pott Bvo. Cloth, at.; 
leather, as. 6d, net. [Library of Devotion. 
* It is probably the best book of its kind. 
It deserves high commendation.' — Church 
Gautte. 
See also Cardinal Bona. 

•StandliT.' GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S. 
Fcap. Zvo. IS. 

Amu Stedman, M.A. 

INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Ele- 
mentary Accidence. Ftyth Edition. Pea/. 
Svo. IS. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Sixth EdiHon. 
Crown Zvo^ as. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Fifth EdUion revised. iZmo. 
IS. 6d. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiESAR. 
Parti. The Helvetian War. Second Edi- 
tion, zZnto, xs. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. Parti. 
The Kings of Rome. xZmo, Second Edi- 
tion. IS, td, 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Eighth Edition. 
Fcaf, Zvo, IS. 6d, 

EXEMPLA LATINA. Fint Lessons in 
. Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. Crown 
Zvo, IS, 
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BA6Y LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 

SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. Eirkth mmd Ckea^ Edition, 
y^mriiUn, (frcwu txfc. is, 6d. Kby 
3«. net. Originmi Edition, at, 6d. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Elxerctses. Second Edition. 
Crown hvo, is* 6d, With Vocabulary, as. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. Fourtk Edition, Fea^.Zvo, is,6d. 
With Vocabulary, as. Key, as. ntt, 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI- 
TION: Arranged according to Subjects. 
Tontk Eaition. Fca^. 8tw. is. 6d, 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
itmo. Second Edition, is. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, re- 
vis^, i^tno. IS. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Ctvwn 
8sw. IX. td* 

EASY GREEK EXERCISES. By C. G. 
BOTTING, B.A. Crown Zvo. as. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition, revised. 
Fcet^. Zvo. IS. bd. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR REPETI- 
TION. Arranged according to Subjects. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo. \s. 6d. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduction, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Third Edition, 
. Fcmp, 9vo, as. bd, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Fifth Editipn, 
i%mo. Zd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fifth Edi- 
tion, revised. Crown 9(U0. is, 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fourth Edi- 
tion, revised, Fcap, 8t>tf. is. 6d, 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabulary. 
Second Edition, CroTvnBvo, as,6d, Kby. 
3X. net, 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Tenth Edition, Fcap, Zvo. is, 

FRENCH EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Eleventh Edition, Crown Zvo. 
at, 6d, [School Examination Series. 

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only, to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fi/th Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. net. 



GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINA^ 

TION PAPERS. Third Edition. Cnmm 

9vo, as, teL [School Examination Series. 

Key iSieond Edition) issued as above. 

7X. net, 

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS. Sixth Edition. Ctvwn Zvo, 
as, 6d [School Examination Series.. 

Kby {Second Edition) bsued as above. 
6f . net. 

LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
MISCELLANEOUS GRAMMAR AND 
IDIOMS Tenth Edition, Crown Zivo. 
as. 6d, [School Examination Serks. 

Key (Fourth Edition) issued as above. 
6s, net. 

R. Elliott Steel. M.A., F.CS. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. Including 
Chemistry, Heat, Light, Sound, Magnetism, 
Electricity, Botany, Zoology, Physiology, 
Astronomy, and Geology. 147 Tllustrations. 
Second Edition, Crown Zvo. as. bd, 

PHYSICS EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
Crown Zvo. as. 6d. 

[School Examination Series. 

0. Stephenion, of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and F. BUddardS, of the York- 
shire College, Leeds. ORNAMENTAL 
DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Demy Zve. Second Edition, 7s. 6d. 

J. SteplieilCOll, M«A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Crown Zvo, ss, 6d. 

An attempt to present in clear and popular 
form the main truths of the Faith. The 
book is intended for lay workers in the 
Church, for educated parents and for 
teachers generally. 

Laurence Btente. A sentimental 

JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 
Pott Zvo. Cloth, XX. 6d. net; leather, 
as, 6d. net. [Little Library. 

W. Sterrv, M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. With numerous Illustrations. 
Demy Zvo. js. 6d. 

R. L. SteyensoxL the letters of 

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS.. 
Selected and Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
ductions, by Sidney Colvin. Sixth euid 
Cheaper Edition, Crown Zvo. las. 

Library Edition. Demy Zvo. avals, ass'.net. 

\ ' Irre«si!blein their raciness, their variety, 
their animation ... ..of extraordinary 
fascination. A delightful iiAeritance, the- 
truest record of a "richly compounded 
spirit" that the literature of our time has 
preserved. '-> Times, 
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VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by William Strang. Third 
Edition. Crown Zvo, Buckram. 6s. 

THE LIFE OFR. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

E. D. Stone, M.A., late Assistant Master at 
Eton. SELECTIONS FROM THE 
ODYSSEY. J!-cap. Zvo. x*. ttd. 

Charies Strachey. See Chesterfield. 

A. W. Streaae, D.D. ecclesiastes. 

Explained. Fcap, Zva. is. td. nft. 

[Churchman's Bible. 

'Scholarly,. suggest! vey and particularly 
interesting. —Bookman. 

Clement E. Stretton. A history of 

THE MIDLAND RAILWAY. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy Zvo, its. 6d. 

H. Stroud. D.Sc., M.A, Professor of Physics 
in the Durham College of Science, New> 
casUc-on-Tyne. PRACTICAL PHYSICS. 
Fully Illustrated. CrovmZvo, 2f*^' 

[Textbooks of Technology. 

F. SnddardS. See C. Stephenson. 

Jonatban Swift the journal to 

STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aiticen. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

[Methuen's Standard Library. 

J. £. Symes, M.A THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.^ Crown Zvo. as. 6d, 

[University Extension Series. 

TadtOS. AGRICOLA. With Introduction, 
Notes, Map, etc. By R. F. Davis, M. A., 
late Assistant Master at Weymouth College. 
Crown Zvo. as, 

GERMAN I A. B7 the same Editor. Crown 

Zvo. 2S. 

AGRICOLA AND GERMANIA. TransUted 
by R. B. TowMSHEND, late Scholar of 
Trinity College, Cambridge. Crown Zvo. 
us, 6d, [Classical Translations. 

J.Tanler. THE INNER way. Being 
Thtrty^ix Sermons for Festivals by John 
Tauler. Ekiited, with an Introduction. 
ByA.W. HuTTON,M.A. PatiZvo, Ctoth^ 
2*. ; leather i 2s, 6d, net.^ 

[Library of Devotion. 

E. L. Taunton. A HISTORY OF THE 
JESUITS IN ENGLAND. With lUus- 
trations. Demy Zvo. 21s, net. 

*A history of permanent value, which 
covers ground never proi>erly investigated 
before, and is replete with the results of 
original research. A most interesting and 
careful hocUc'-^Literatttre, 

P. G. Taylor. m.a commercial 

ARITHMETIC. Third Edition. Crotim 
Sva. ts. 6d, [Commercial Series. 



T. U. Taylor, M. A., Fellow of GonviUe aod 
Caius College, Cambridge. A CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL AND POLITICAL HIS- 
TORY OF ROME. Crown Zv&. js^ 6d. 

* We fully recognise the value of this 
carefully written work, and admire especially 
the fairness and sobriety of his judgment and 
the human interest with which he has in- 
spired a subject which in some hands be- 

- comes a mere series of cold abstractiohs. It 
is a work that will be stimulating to the 
student of Roman history. '^Ath^iueitm. 

Alfred, Lord Tennyson, the early 

POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and an 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

[Methuen's Standard library. 

Also with xo Illustrations in Photogravure 
by W. E. F. Britten. Demy Zvo. los. 6d. 

An elaborate edition of the celebrated 
volume which was published in its final and 
definitive form in 18^3. This edition con- 
tains a long Introduction and copious Notes, 
textual and explanatory. It also contains 
in an Appendix all the Poems which Tenny« 
son afterwards omitted. 

MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Words* 
WORTH* Pott Zvo, Cloths If. 6d. net ; 
leather^ as. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

IN MEMORIAM. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes, by H. C. Bebching, 
M.A. Pott Zvo. Cloth, IS. 6d. net; 
leather, 2s, 6d. net. [Little Library. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF. Edited by J. 
C. Collins, M.A. Potttvo. Cloth, ts. 6d. 
net; leather-, 2s. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth. Pott Zi^o. Cloth, is. 6d. 
net; leather, 9S. 6d. net. [Little Library. 

Alice Terton. LIGHTS AND SHADOWS 
IN A HOSPITAL. Crown Zvo. 3s. 6d, 

W. M. Tbackeray. vanity FAIR. 

With an Introduction by S. Gwynn. Three 
Volumes. Pott Zvo, Each volume, clcth, 
IS, 6d. net; leather, 2s. 6d, net. 

[Little Library. 

PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
Three Volumes. Pott Zvo. Eachvoiume, 
cloth, IS. 64. net ; leather, 2s, 6d. net, 

[little Libraiy. 

P. w. Theobald, M.A. insect Life. 

Illustrated. Crown Zvo. 2s. 6d. 

[University Extension Series. 

A. H. Thompsoil. CAMBRIDGE AND 
ITS COLLEGES. Illustrated by E. H. 
New, Pott Zvo, Cloth^ y.; leather, 
3X. 6d. M/. [Little Guide«. 

* It is brightly written and learned, and 
is just such a book as a cultured visitor 
needs. '—^ctftfnmiff. 
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PaC»t Toy&bMb littP., M. A See Dante. 

DANTB STUDIES AND RESEARCHES. 
I>emy9r0, xof. 6d, net. 

THE LIFE OF DANTE AtlGHIERI. 
With Z9 Illustnitioiu. Sfcemd Ediiien, 
fiutp. tiO0, CUthf 3^. &/.; Itather. 4s, 
9Ut (Little Biographies. 

Herbart TrtaclL deirdre wed: and 

Other Poemi. Ctvum 8v#. 51. 

FtaJOip Trevor puxi THE lighter 

SIDE OF CRICKET. Civwn Zvo, 6f. 

' A wholly entertaining book.' — GUugvw 
Herald. 

* The most welcome book on our national 
game published for years.' — County GentU- 

a. E. TroutMck. WESTMINSTER 
ABBEY. Illustrated by F. D. BEDroRD. 
Pott Bvo, Clo/kf y. : hathtr. jr. 6J. net. 

[Little Guides. 
'A delightful miniature hand'book.' — 
GUugow Herald, 

' In comeliness, and perhaps In complete- 
ness, this work must take the first place.' — 
Academy. 

* A really first-rate guide-book.'— 

Literature. 

Ctortmde Tu6kweil. the state and 

ITS CHILDREN. Crown 8w. jw. 6«/. 

[Social Questions Series. 

Louisa Twining. WORKHOUSES AND 
pauperism: Crown Zvo. as. 6d, 

[Social Questions Series. 

0. W. Wade, D.D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

'Carefuli scholarly, embodying the best 
results of modem criticism, and written 
with- great luddiXy.'-^Mxamtner. 

liaak Walton, the lives OF donne, 

WOTTON. HOOKER, HERBERT and 
SANDERSON. With an Introduction by 
Verno* Blackburk, and a Portrait. 3*. 6a. 

THE COMPLEAT ANGLER. Edited by 
J. BvcHAN. Pott Svo^ Cloth, ts. 6d. net ; 
leather^ at. 6d, net, [Little Library. 

OnuieWaxraelL 

wich. 



See Lady Julian of Nor- 



Urs. Alfred WallerliouBe. A LITTLE 

BOOK OF LI FE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Pott Zvo, Clotk\ is, 6d. net; leather, 
as. 6d. net [Little Library. 

C. 0. J. Webb, M. A See St Anselm. 

P. 0. Webber. CARPENTRY and 

JOINERY. . With many Illustrations. 
Second Edition, Crown Zvo, y. 6d. 

*An admirable elementary text^book on 
the subject,'— ^M^(rr. 



Bldaey B. W«U«. PRACTICAL ME- 
CUANICS. With 75 lUustratioQt and 
Diagrams. Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 
V* 6i, [Textbooks of Technology. 

J. W4Uf» M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Wadham 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Members of the University. 
Third Edition. Crown Zvo, y,6d 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Third 
Edition, With 3 Maps. Cr, hvo. y, 6d, 

This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for 
Fiss Stndeott at the Universities. It con- 
tuns copious Tables, etc 

' An original work written on an original 
I^an, and with uncommon freshness and 
vigour. *—S^eaher, 

OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. Illus- 
trated by £. H. New. Fourth Edition. 
Pott Zeio. Clothe 3S. ; leather, v. 6d, net. 

[Little Guides. 

*An admirable and accurate little treat- 
ise, attractively i\\vatxattd,'—lVorld, 

F. WoitOIL, M.A., Curate of St. Matthews, 
Westminster. THE HOLY SACRIFICE. 
Pott Zvo, 6d, net, 

Helen C. Wetmore. THE LAST OF THE 

GREAT SCOUTS C Buffalo Bill'). With 
Illustrations. Demy Zoo, 6s. 

' A narrative of one of the most attractive 
figures in the public eye.' — Daily Ckrwmiele, 

0. WUbley. See Henley and Whibley. 

L Wbibley, M.A, Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Ounbridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

0. H. WMtaker, M.A. . the epistle 

OF ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE TO 
THE EPHESIANS. Edited by. Fca/. 
Zvo, IS. 6d. net, [Churchman's Bible. 

GUbert White. THE NATURAL HIS- 
TORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 
L. C MiaLl, F.R.S., assisted by W. 
Wards FowLEiR, M.A. Crown Zvo, 6s, 
[Methuen's Standard Library. 

E. E Whitlleld. PREaS WRJTING 
AND OFFICE CORRESPONDENCE. 
Crown Zvo. as. [Commercial Series. 

COMMERCIAL EDUCATION IN 
THEORY AND PRACTICE. Crown 
Zvo, 5*. . 

An introduction to Methuen'sr Commercial 
Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

[Commercial Series. 

MissWllitley. See Lady Dilke. 
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W. H. WUklllS, B.A. THE ALIEN 
INVASION. Crawu9M, 9s. U. 

(Socud Qaestioiis Series. 

J. Frome WIttlafon, M.A. MUTUAL 

THRIFT. CmuH 8w. ax. 6d. 

[Social QuestiooB Series. 

W. WmiunsolL THE BRITISH GAR. 
DENER. lUustmted. Demj^^o, tos.6d. 

W.WlIliaoUKIlLB.A. JUNIOR ENGLISH 
EXAMINATION PAPERS. J^ca/, Zvo, 
js, [Juaior Examination Series. 

A JUNIOR ENGLISH GRAMMAR. With 
numenms possayes for parsing and analysis, 
and a chapter on Essay Writing. Crcttm 
iivo. as* [Methoen's Junior School Books. 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION 
PASSAGES. Fi/ik Edition, Crown 8ro. 
IX. 6</. [Methuen's Junior School Books. 

EASY DICTATION AND SPELLING. 
/Va/. Zvo, XX. 

£. M. Wilmot-Boxton. THE MAKERS 
OF EUROPE. CronmSvo* %s* 6d. 
A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms. 

BiObard D^ton, M.A.. Canon of York. 
LYRA PASTORALIS : Songs of Nature, 
Church, and Home. Po/t Bvo. as, 6d, 
A vomme of devotional poems. 

S. E. WinbOlt, M.A., Assistant Master in 
Christ's Hospital. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Crown Bvo, zx. 
6d, 

An elementary book adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the Shorter Latin 
Primer. 

B^ 0. A. Wlndle, F.R.S., D.Sa SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S COUNTRY. Illustrated by 
£. H. Nbw. Stcond Edition. Pott Zvo. 
Clothi 3X.; Uatherf 3X. Cd, net, 

[Little Guides. 



* One of the most charming guide books. 
Both for the library, and as a travelling 
companion the book is equally choice and 
serviceable. ' — AcmtUn^, 

THE MALVERN COUNTRY. lUustrated 
by E. H. Nbw. Pott Bvo, Cloth^ y,; 
leather, 3X. 6d, net, [Little Guides. 

Canon Wtnterbotham, M.A., B.Sc., LL.B. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN HERE 
AND HEREAFTER. Crown Bvo, «x. ^d, 

[Churdunan's Library. 

J. A. E. Wood. HOW TO MAKE A 
DRESS. Illustrated. Second Edition, 
Crown Bvo, zx. 6d, 

[Text Books of Technology. 

Elizabeth Wordsworth. See Tennyson. 

Arthur Wright, M.A., Fellow of Queen's 
College, Oimbridge. SOME NEW 
TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. Crown 
Bvo, 6s. [Qiurchman's Library. 

Sophie Wright GERMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fca^, 
Bzfo, XX. 6d, 

A. R Wylde. MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
With a Map and a Portrait. Demy Bvo, 
15X. net. 

0. Wyndham. M.P. THE POEMS OF 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 
Introduction and Notes. JDemy Bvo, Buck- 
ratHf gilt top, xox. 6d. 

* We have no hesitation in describing Mr. 
George Wyndham's ^ introduction as a 
masterly piece of criticism, and all who love 
our Elizaibethan literature will find a very 
garden of delight in \i,*-^SPectator,. 

W, B. Teata. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 
IRISH VERSK Revised and EnUsrged 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 3X. td. 



Aetbuen'0 Stan^at^ Xibtati^ 

Crown Szfo, . 6s, 



LiFB 



AND Writings. By 
Edited by G. Btrkbeck HUl. 



MEMOIRS OF MY 

Edward Gibbon. 

LL.D. 
TMB DBCUNB AMD FALL OP THE . ROMAN 

EMPIRB. Edited br J. B. Bury« LL.D. In 

Stvm yolumes. Also, Dtmy 9vo, GUt Utp. 

Br. &/. tach, 
THB NATtniAL HISTORY OF SBLBORNB. By 

Gilbert White. Edited by L. C. Miall, F.R.S., 

Assisted by W. Werde Fowler. M.A. 

THB HISTORY OF TUB LiFB OP THOMAS ELL- 
WOOD. Edited by C. G. Crump, M.A. 



LA COMMBDXA Di DANTB AlighibRI. Th« Italian 
Text. EcDted by Paget Toynbee. Litt.D., M.A. 
Aiso,D€if&9v*. GiUtop. €r.6a.i 

THBEARLYPOBMSOP ALPRBD, LORDTBNNYSON. 
Edited by J. Churton Collins, M.A. 



THB JOURNAL TO STBLLA. 
Edited by G. A. Aitken. 



Br Jonathan Swill. 



The L e tt e rs of Lord'Chesterfibld to his 
Son. Edited by C Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Cidthrop. 7w« yolumts. 



ZACHARIAH of MiTYTJtNE. 

Hamilton, D.D., and E. W 

ttt.^d. fUt, 
EVAGRIUS. Edited by L^on Pannentler and 

Bides. D»m]f9m0, wo*.6d,H*t, 



Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Lilt.D. 

Thb History op Psbllus. Edited by C. Sathas. 
. Demjf 9va. xsr. net. 

ECTHBSIS CHRONICA. Edited by Froietser Lamb- 
roc ZVwgr •«•. fs, 6d. net. 



Translated by F. J. 
Brooks. Dtf^y 8sv. 



M. 
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tTbe Xlttle Xfbranr 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces, 
Pott Svo. Each Volume, chth, u, 6d, net; leather^ 2j. 6rf. mt. 

\ Altogfcther good to look upon, and to handle. '-.^>M/i^ai|; 
A ptrfecc wtrits,*— Pilot, 

\ \} " **J^fH*' to conceive more attractiTe volumes.'— »9/. Jamu^s CoMaii* 
S^S*??*^"'^« books. -Z«ISmi/»r/. '-^^J'^mesfiramtU, 

J>ebghtfu] editions. '-^Record, 



VANITY FAIR, By Vr M. Tlisckersy. Edhed by 

rENDENMiS. ByW M.ThaclMBty. Edited by S. 

^^^u^y^^ Grntlhman. By Mrs. Cralk. 
Edited by Aoaie Matheion. Two ydumes. 

PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. B» Jane Austea. Edited 
by E. V. Lucas. 7w* Vofumts. 



NORTHANGBR ABBEY, 
by E. V. Lucas. 



By Jane Austen. Edited 



The ^JNCESS. By Alfred. Lord Tennyson. Edited 
Dy cHzabetb Wordsworth. 



**^{P-^*r A*fr»d. Lord Tennyson. Edited by 
Ebabeth Wordswoith. 

InMbmoriam. By Alfred, Lord Tennyson. Edited 
by H. C. Beechiiw, M.A. 

The Early Pobms of alprbd. Lord Tennyson. 
Edited by J. C. CoUins. M.A. 

A LITTLE Book of English Lyrics. With 
Notes. 

THE Inferno of Dante. Translated by H. F. 
Gary. Edited by Pajet Toynbee, UttD., M.A. 

THE PVRCATORIO OF-Dantb. Translated by H. 
F. Gary. Edited by Payet Toynbee. Litt.D., M.A. 

The Paradiso of Dante. Translated by H. F. 
Gary. Edited by Pas^et Toynbee, Litt. D., M.A. 

A Little Book op Scottish verse. Edited by 
T. F. Henderson. 

A. LITTLE Book op Light vbrsr. Edited by a. 
C. X>e«ne4 ' 



^"•fcS2i?'sS2*' *»««*»«™- Edited b, 

^^^^^^'^ f*®" William blakb. Edited by 
M, reniftni. ' 

EOTHEN. By A. W. Klnjlake. With an Introduction 
ana Notes. 

CRANFORd. By Mrs. GaskelL Edited by E. V. 
Lacas. 

A LITT^ BOOK OF ENGLISH PROSE. Edited by 
Mrs, P. A. Baniett. ^ 

LAVENCRO. By Ceor|;e Borrow. Edited by F. 
Hiades Groome. T-w y^lumes, 

'^"^m^^S^Y^^? ™« Caliph Vathek. By 
WlUiam Beckford. Edited by E. Denison Ross. 

^"5«£5^^^*^ ANGLER. By laaak Walton. 
Edited by J> Buchan. 

MARRIAGE. By Susan Ferrier. Edited by Miss 
Goodrlck . Freer and Lord Iddesleigb. Tico 

Selections from the Early poems op Robert 
BROWNING. Edited by W. Hall Griffin. M.A. 

ELI A, A3XD the LaST ESSAYS OF EUA. By Charles 
Lamhi Edited by E.V. Lucas. y^u^ics 

^ ?;^!!I?1?^^L'^"'?*^^- ^y L«wence Sterne. 
Edited by H. W. Paul. 

A LITTLB BOOK OF LIFE AND DBATH. Edited by 
Mrs. Alfred Waterhouse. 

M^IB WAOCH. By D. M. Moir. Edited by T. 
F. Henderson. ' 



OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. By J. Wells, M.A. 
lUustrated by E. H. New. Fourth Edition, 

Cambridgb and its Colleges. By A. Hamilton 
Thompson. Ilhistrated by E. H. New. . 

Thb Malvern ^Country. By b. C. A. Wfaidle. 
D.Sc. F.R.S. Illustrated by £. H. New. 



lEbe Xfttle <3llf^e^ 

Pott Svo, ctotAj 3^.; Uather, ^. 6d, net. 



SHAKESPEiUlE'S COUNTRY By B. C. A. Windle, 
D.Sc.,F.R.S. Illustrated by £. H. Ne#. Secottd 
EdtttoH, 

SU^BX. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Illustrated by E. 

n. New* 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY. By G. E. TrOtttbeck 

Illustrated by F. D. Bedfori *"»«»tDecK. 

NORFOLK. By W. A. Dutt. lUustrated by a C. 



Xittle JSiO0tapbie0 

Fcap. Zvo. Each vohtme^ eioth^ 31. daT. ; leather, 41. net. 



THB LlFB OF DANTB ALIGRXBRL By PSjfet 
Toynbee. Litt a, M.A. With xs Illustrations. 
Second Edition. 

"^^^l^^,^^ Savonarola. By E. L. S. Hors- 
biiiKii,M.A. With Portraits and llhisttatioBs. 



Thb Life of Johb Howard. By E. C. s. Gibson. 
D.D.. Vicar of Leeds. With n Xlhistrations. 

THE LiPB OF Lord Tbnnyson. By A. C. Besses, 
M.A. With ta niustrstioBS. 
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ITbe Xittle JSlue JSooTid tot Cb{l^tcn 

Edited by E. V. LUCAS. 
Illustrated, Square Fcap, Svo, 2s. 6d, 

* Very elegant and very interesting volumes. ' — Glasgow Herald, 

* A delightful series of diminutive volumes.' — World, 

'The serie« should be a favourite among juueniles.'—C7^<rrrt«r. 

1. The castaways of Meadowbank. By T. Cobb. 

a. TH12 Bebcitnut BOOK. By Jacob ABBOTT. Edited by E. V. Lucas. ■ ■ 

3. 1\VE. Air Gun. By T. Hilbert. 

c:be Xfbtari? ot Devotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Pott %vOy clothy 2s. ; leather y 2s, 6d, net, 

* This series is excellent.' — The latb Bishop pf London. 

* Well worth the attention of the Clergy.' — The Bishop of Lichfield. 

* The new *' Library of Devotion '* is excellent.' — The Bishop of Peterborough. 
' Charming.'— ^*cor</. * Delightful.'— CAi»rcA Bells. 



The Confessions of St. Augustine. Edited by 
C. Bigg, D.D. Third Edition. 

-THE christian Year. Edited by Walter Lock, 
:.^ D.D. S<cond Edition, 



THE IMITATION OP CHRIST. 
D.D. Second Edition, 



Edited br C. Bigg, 



A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. Edited by J. W. Stan- 
bridge, B.D. 

Lyra Innocbntium. Edited by Walter Lock, D.D. 

A Serious Call to a devout and Holy life. 
Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Second Edition, 

The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson. D^D. 

A GUIDE TO Eternity* Edited by J. W. Stan- 
bridge, B.D. 



The Psalms op David. Edited by B. w. Ran 
dolph, D.D. 

Lyra Apostolica. Edited by Canon Seott Holland 
and H. C. Beecliing, M.A. 

THE Inner Way. Edited by A. W. Hutton, M.A. 

THE Thoughts of pascal. Edited by C. s. 
Jeiram, M.A. 

ON THE Love of god. Edited by W. J. Knox- 
Little, M.A. 

A Manual of Consolation from the saints 

A.<ID Fathers. Edited by J. H. Bum, B.D. 

The song op Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, M.A, 

the Devotons of St. ANSELM. Edited by C. 
C. J. Webb, M.A^ 



<9stot^ CommentatfcB 

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Kcble College, 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford. ^ 
the Book op Job. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, I THE Acts of the^postles. Edited by R. B. 



D.D. Demy 6vo. 6s, 



Kackman, M.A. Def^y 8v». xsf. od. 



1)an^t)ook^ ot JSbcoloQ^ 

General Editor, A. ROBERTSON, D.D.,. Principal of King's College, London. 



THE XXXIX. Articles of the Church of 
England. Edited by E. C. 5. Gibson, D.D. 
TAird and CHea^r Edition in One Volume. 
Detny 9»o, X7s,6d, 

An Introduction to the History 
OF Religion. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 
Second Edition. Demy Bvo. los. td. 



THE Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R. L. 
Ottley.M.A. Second and Chea/er Edttion. Demy 
8vo, tas. 6d. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF THE 

Creeds. By A« E. Bttrn, B.D. Den^ tve, los, 

6d. 
The PHILOSOPHY OF Religion in England and 

America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. Demy 

Bw, los. 6d, 



trbe Cbuccbman^0 Xibtwrs 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D.. F.R.S.E., Examining Chaplain to the 

Bishop of Aberdeen. 



THE beginnings OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. 
By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map. Crown 9vo. 

Sf' 6d, „ . . 

SOME NEW TESTAMENT PROBLEMS. By Arthur 
Wright, M.A. Crazvn Bivo. 6s. 

THE Kingdom of heaven Herb and Herb- 
after. By Canon Winterbotbam, M.A., B.Sc., 
LL.B. Crown Bve, yf. 6d. 

THE WORKMAl^HIP OP THB PRAYER BOOK : Its 
Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. Dowden, 
D.D. Secend Edition, Crown 9vo, jx. 6J, 



Evo;.UTiON. 
Crown Bifo, 



By F. B, Jevons, M.A., Litt.D 
3<r. 6d, 

THB OLD TESTAMENT AND THE NEW SCHOLAR- 
SHIP. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crtvn tve. 6t, 

THE CHURCHMAN'S INTRODUCTION TO THE OlO 
Testament. Edited by A. M. Mackay. Crown 
9ve, K* ^* 

THE CHUkCH OF Christ. By E. T. Green, hLM 

Crown 9vo, 6s, 
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tSbc Cbtttcbman'0 JSible 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D. 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the books of 
the Bible. The volumes are practical and devotional, and the text of the 
Authorised Version is explained in sections, which correspond as far as possible 
with the Church Lectionaiy. 



THB EriSTLB TO THE GALATIANS. ExpUlMd by 
A. W. Robtasoa. Ftm^. Sm. ix. W. tut, 

ECCLasiASTBS. ExpbiiMd bf A. W. Streane. D.D. 
Fern/. •««. ts. td, ntt. 

THE EPISTLB to THB PHILIPPIANS. EspUinecl 
by C R. D. Bins, D.D. Fca/. Bvo. n. 6d. ntt. 



THB EnSTLB OF ST. jAMBS. Edited by U. W. 
FuUbrd. M.JL A^. B»«. u.6d.Mei.t 

ISAIAH. Edited by W. E. Banm. D.D. raw 
yot»tm49* V. mi tmdk, VoL I. With Map. 

THB Epistlb of St. Paul thb Apostlb to the 
EPHBSIAN8. Edited by G. H. ^Vhitaker. M.A. 



Xca^ers ot Veliglon 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. M.A. With Portraits^ Crown Bvo, y,6d. 

A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life 
and thought of all ages and countries. 

The following are ready : — 
Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Uuttoo. 
John Wesley. By J. H. Overton. M.A. 
Bishop wilbebforce. By G. w. Danlell. M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. By A. w. Huttoa. m.a. 
Charles Simeon. By H. c. G. Moufe, D.D. 
John KEBLB. By Walter Loclc, D.D. 
THOMAS Chalmers. By Mn. Oliphant. 
Lancelot Andrbwes. By R. L. Ottley, M. A. 
Augustine of Canterbury. By E. L. Cutis, 

D.D. 



William Laud. By w. H. Hutton. M.A. 

John KNOX. By F. MacCnnn. 

JOHN HOWE. By R. F. Horton. D.D. 

BISHOP KEN. By F. A. Clarice. M.A. 

CEORCB FOX, THB QUAKER. By T. Hodekin 

JOHN DONNE. By Augustas Jessepp, D.D. 

THOMAS CRANMER. By A. J. MaSOD. 

BISHOP Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and 
Carlyle. M.A. 

BISHOP BUTLBR. By W. A. Spooner. M.A. 



A./. 



Oth«r volumes will be announced in due course. 

■ r 

Social (StttCBttottB ot Qk):sdas 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D.. M.A. 
Crown Svo. 2s. 6d, 

T&B Factory system. "By R. W. Cooke-Taykw. 

By Geftnidc 



Trade Unionism—New and Old. By G. Howell. 
Third Edition, 

THE CO^PERATIVB MOVRMENT TO-DAY. By C. 
J. Holyoake. Sec»*td Edition. 

MUTUAL Thrift. By Rer. J. Frome Wilkinson. 
M.A. 

Problems of Poverty. By J. A. Hobson, M. A. 
Ftttrtk Edition. 

THB COMMERCE OF NATIONS. By C. F. BasUble. 
M.A. Stcond Edition, 

THE ALON INVASION. By W. H. WiUdns, RA. 
THE Rural exodus. By P. Anderson Graham. 
Land Nationalization. By Harold Cox, B.A. 

A Skortbr Working Day. By H. de B» Gibblas 
and R. A. Hadfield. 

BACK TO THB LAND: An Inquiry into Rural 
l>epopulati9a. By.H. E. Moorf. 

TRUSTS, POOLS, AND CORNERS. By J. Stephen 
. ■' Jeans. 



Tifs Statb and rrs Childrbn. 
TttckweU. 

WOMEN'S Work. By Lady Dilke, Miss BoUqr, and 
Miss Whitley. 

SOCIALISM AND MODERN THOUGHT. By M. 
Kauffmann. 

The Housing of the working clasbbs. By 
E. Bewmaker. 

THE Problem of thb Unemployed. By j. A. 
Hobson, B.A. 

LIFE IN West London. By Arthur Sherwell. M.A, 
Third Editwn. 

RAILWAY Nationalization. 

wards. 



By Clement Ed. 
By Louisa Twin* 



workhouses and Pauperism. 

inff. 

University AND Social SbTtlsmbnts. "Bf W. 
. Reason, M.A* 
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Vlnivcteit^ JBXtcneion SctiCB 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 
Principal of University College, Nottingham. 
Crown %vo. Price {with some exceptions) 2s. 6d, 
A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific subjects, suitable- for 
extension students and home-reading circles. Each volume is complete in 
itself, and the subjects are treated by competent writers in a Inroad and philo- 
sophic spirit. 

The following Vtdumes are ready : — 

THB CHBMISTRY of fire. By M. M. Pattlson 
Muir, M.A. Illustrated. 

K Text-book op Agricultural Botany. By 
M. C. Potter, M.A., F.L.S. Illustrated. &t»Hd 



THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By H. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Eighth Edition. 

Revised. With Maps and Plans, ^r. 
A History of English political Economy. 

By L. L. Price, M.A. Third EdUion. 

froblbms.of Poverty. By J. A. Hobson, M.A. 

Fourth BdUton. 

Victorian poets. By A. siiarp. 

The French Revolution. By j. E. Symes, M.A. 

psychology. ^ S. F. Grander, M.A. Second 

Edition. 
THE Evolution of Plant Life ; Lower Forms. 

By G. Massee. Illustrated. 

AIR and Water. By V. B; Lewes, M.A. Illus- 
trated. 

The chemistry of Life and Health. By C. ^ Insect^life. 
W. Kiinmins, M.A. Illustrated. 

The Mechanics of Daily Life. By V. P. Sells, 
M.A. Illustrated. 

ENGLISH Social reformers. By H. de B. 
Gibbins; LittD.. M.A. Second Edition. 

ENGLISH Trade and Finance in the Seven- 
teenth century. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 



Editiofh 4/. 6d, 

THE Vault of heaven. A Popular Introduction 
to Astronomy. By R. A. Grej^ory. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

Meteorology. By H. N. Dickson, F.R.S.E., F.R. 
Met. Soc. Illustrated. 

A MANUAL OP ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. By George 
J. Burch, M.A., F.R.S. lUustraUd. y, 

THE Earth. An introduction to Physiography. 
By Evan Small, M.A. Illustrated. 

By F. W. Theobald. M.A. Illus- 
trated. 
ENGLISH Poetry from 6lake to Browning. 

By W. M. Dixon, M.A. Second Edition. 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT. By E. Jenks, 
M.A. 

The Greek View of Life. By G. L. Dickinson. 
Second Edition, 



Commercial Qctice 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 



Education in Theory and 
By £. £• Whitfield, M.A, Crojon 



Commercial 
Practice. 
tvo, 5x. 

An introduction to Methuen's Commerdat Series 
treating the question of Commercial Education fully 
from both the point of view of the teacher and of 
the parent. 

British Commerce and colonies prom euza. 
BETH to Victoria. By H. de B. Gibbins, 
LittD., M.A. 7'hird Edition, as. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION PAPERS. By H. de 
B. Gibbins, LittD., M.A. ts. 6d. 

The ECONOMICS op commerce. By H. de B. 
CHbbins, LittD., M.A. zx. 6d. 

A German Commercial Reader. By S. E. BaHy, 
With Vocabulary. *s. 

A COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OP THE BRITISH 
EMPIRE. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Third Edition, 
as. 



A Primer op Business. By S. Jackson, M.A. 
Third Edition, ts. 6d. 

Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor, 

M.A. Third Edition. is.6d. 
FftBNCH Commercial Correspondence. By S. 

£. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third Edition, as. 

German commercial correspondence. By 
S. E. BaUy. With Vocabulary. as.6d, 

A French Commercial Reader. By S. £. BaUy. 
With Vocabulary. Second Edition., as. 

PRECIS WRrriNG AND Office Correspondence. 

By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. as. 
A Guide to Professions and Business. . By K. 

Jones, ts. 6d. 
The Principles of Book-keeping by Double 

Entry. By J. E. B. M 'Allen, M.A4 Cr^wft 9tNK 

as. 
commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edward.s. 9S, 
A commercial Geography of foreign 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. Crown Svo. as. 



Cla05ical ^can0lation0 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

HORACEr-The Odes and Epodes. Translated by 
A. Godley, M.A. as. 

LUCIAN— Six Dialogues JNigxintts, Icaro.MenippfU5, 
The Cock, The Skip, The Parasite, The Lever of 
Falsehood). Translated by 8. T. Irwin, M.A. 
Sr. 6d, 

S0PH0CLSS->Eleetra and AJax. Translated by £. 
D. A. M6rsh«ad, M.A. ks,6d. 



./ESCHYLUS— Agamemnon, Choephoroe, Eujnenidcs. 

Translated by Lewis Canmbeil. LL.D. gs. 
CiCBRO^De Oratore I. Translated by B. N. P. 

Meor, M.A. ar. 6d, 
Cicero— Select Orations (Pre Milene, Pro Mureoo, 



Pblllppie II., In Catilinam). Translated by H. E. 
D. iUkisteo. M.A^ 



Translated by F. 



CZCSRO— De Natura Oeonim. 

Broeks, M.A. ja.6d, 
Cicero— De Officfis. Translated by G. B. Gardiner, 

M.A. Crown 9vo» a*.6d. 



Tacitus— Agrioola and Gcmania. Translated by 
R. B. Townshcnd. ms^Ut, 
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Aetbuen'd 5uniot ScbooUJSooft0. 

Edited by O. D. Inskip» LUD., aad W. Williamson, B.A. 



A Class-Book ov Dictation Passages. By w. 
W ill i! BM W i, B.A. Fifth Bdititn, Crvmm 9t0. is. 

THE GOSrBL ACCORPINC TO ST. MARK. Edited 
by A. E. Rubie, M.A., Headmaster of the Royal 
Naval SchooMilthun. With Ttireo Map*. C/wm 



A JUKIOR ENGLISH GHAMMAIL By W. WillliiBSOll. 
B.A. With niunerofia passai^es for parsing and 
•aalysh, aad a chapter oq Essay Writing, cr^vw 

A jUNioii Chemistry. By E. A. Tyler. B..A., 
F.C.S., Sdence Master at Framlingham College. 
With 73 Uhistratioiis. Crown 8v». v. 6d. 



Scbool jesatninatfon Setiee 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown Bva. zs, 6d. 



FRENCH Examination fapbrs. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Elcvtnth Mdittan. 
A Key. issued to Tutois and Private StudesU 
only, to be had on application to the Publbhers. 
Fvth Edition. Crown %vo. 6s. uet. 

Latim examination Papers, By A. M. M. 
Stedman. M.A. Tenth Edition. 
KEY {Fonrth AfiMmHssued as above. 6s. net. 
CREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS. By A. AL M. 
Stedmaai M.A. Sixth Edition. 
Key iSetond KditionShsatA as above. 6s. uet. 
CKR.HAN EXAMINATION PAPERS. By R. J. Moricb. 
Fifth Edition, 
KBY (S€€oh4 Edition) issued as above. 6s. net. 



History andGeograohy exam ination Papers. 
By C. H. Spence, M.A., Clifton College. Socoud 
EdiiioH. 

PHYSICS Examination Papers. By R. E. Steel. 

M.A.I F.C.S. 

GENERAL KNOWLSDGB EXAMINATION PAPBRS. 
By A. M. M. Stedman. M. A. Third Edition. 
Key {Second Edition) ismed as above, js. net. 

EXAMINATION PAPBRS IN EKCUSH HISTORY. By 
J. Tait nowden.Wardlaw, B. A. CrvtvM 9vo. as. 6d. 



XTecbnolOds— a;e|tbooft0 ot 

Edited by W. GARNETT, D.C.L., and Professor J. WERTHEIMER, F.I.C. 

Fully Illustrated. 
How TO Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. Practical Physics. By H. Stroud. D.Sc. M.A 



Second Edition, Crown 9vo. is. 6d. 

Carpentry and Joinery. By V. C. Webber. 
Second Edition. Crown 9vo. y. 6J. 

Practical Mechanics. By Sidney H. Wells. 
Second Editioti, Crown too, y. 6d, 



By 



Crown 9vo. y. 6d, 

Milunery, tiieorp.tical and Practical. 

Clare Hill. Crown 9vo. as, 

practical chemistry. By W. French, M.A. 
Crown 8tv. Part I. is. M, 



Part II. — Fiction 

Maade Oorelli's Novels. 

Crown Zvo, ts.eacK 



A ROMANCE OP TWO WORLDS. 
Twenty-Third Edition, 

VENDETTA. EtghUtnth Edition. 
THE^MA. fwentySevenih Edition, 
ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD 
SELF. Thirteenth Edition. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Eleventh Edit. 

WORMWOOD. Twel/lh Edition. 

BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Thirty-Seventh 
Edition. 

' The tender rcYerence of the treatment 
mnd the imnginative beauty of the writing 
have reconciled as to the during of the con- 
ception. This "Dream of the World'& 
Tragedy" is a \ottf and not inadequate 
paraphrase of the supreme climax of the 
inspired narrative.'— '^w^/m Review^ 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Forty- 
Fifth Edition. 

*A very powerful piece of work. • . . 
The conception is magnificent, and is likely 
to win an abiding place within the memory 



of man. . . • The author has immtase com* 
mand of languaf^e, and a limitless audacity. 
. . , Thisinterestmg and remarkable romance 
will live long after much of the ephemeral 
literature of the day is forgotten. ... A 
literary phenomenon . . . novel, and even 
sublime.'~W. T. Stbad in the Roviem 
o/Reviews. 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 

[i6oM Thousand, 
* It cannot be denied that "The Master 
Christian " is a powerful book ; that it is one 
likely to raise uncomfortable questions in 
all but the most self-satisfied readers, and 
that it strikes at the root of the failure of 
the Churches— the decay of faith^n a 
manner which shows the ineyitable disaster 
heaping ut> . . . The good Cv^inal 6onpr6 
b a beautiful figure, fit to stand beside the 
good Bishop in " Les Mis^rables." It is a 
book with a serious purpose expressed with 
absolute unoonventionality and passion . . . 
And this is to say it is a book worth read- 
ing.'— iEjr/»/«/Wr. 
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Antbony Hope's Novela 

Crown %vo, 6j. each. 



THE GOD IN THE CAR. Ninth Edition. 
' A rery remarkable book* desenring of 
critical axudysU impossible within our limit ; 
Inilliant, but not superficial; well con- 
sidered, but not elalxirated ; oonstmcted 
with the prprerbial art that concealS} but 
yet allows itself to be mjoved by roulers 
to whom fine literary method is a keen 
pleasure. — Tht WarleL 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. 

'A graceful, vivacious comedy, true to 
human nature. The diaracters are traced 
with a masterly hand.* — Times, 

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition, 

'Of all Mr. Hope's books, "A Man of 
Mark" is the one which best compares with 
" The Prisoner of Zenda." ^'-National Ob- 
terver. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fourth Edition. 

'It isaperfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalry, and pure romance. The 
Count is the most constant, desperate, and 



modest and tender of l6vers, a peerless 

Jl^entleman, an intrepid fighter, a fiuthful 
riend, and a magnanimous toe.*----t?aM(n^MM. 

PHROSO. Ilhutrated by H. R. Millax. 
Sixth Edition. 

* The tale is thoroughly freshi quick with 
^tality, stirring the blood.'— i"/. James's 
Gametts, 



SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Sixth EdiiioH. 
'There is searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most ingeniously constructed 
plot. Mr. Hoi)e has drawn the contrasts 
of bis women with marvellous subUety and 
delicacy. ' — Times. 

THE KING'S MIRROR. Third Edition. 
J In elegance^ delicacy, and^ tact it ranks 
with the best of his novels, while in the wide 
ran^e of its portraiture and the^ subtilty 
of Its analysis it surpasses all his earlier 
ventures. '^-S/ectator. 

QUISANTE. Third Edition. 

* The book is notable for a very high liter- 
ary quality, and an impress of power and 
mastery on every page.'— 27«ii^Cbviuc/r. 



Lncas Ualet's Novels. 



Crown %vo, 

COLONEL ENDERBY'S WIFE. Third 

Edition. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New 

Edition, 
LITTLE PETER. Second EdiHon. 2S.6d. 

THE WAGES OF SIN. ThirUenth Edition. 

THE CARISSIMA. Fourth Edition. 

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth 
Edition. 

'In " The Gateless Barrier" it is at once 
evident that, whilst Lucas Malet has pre- 
served her birthright of originality, the 
artistry, the actual writing, is above even 
the high level of the books that were bom 
h^oT^^IVestminster Gazette. 



6s. each. 

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY. Sixth Edition. A Lunited 
Edition in Two Volumes. Crown %oo, 12s. 

' A picture finely and amply concaved. 
In the strength and^ insii^ht in which the 
story has been conceived, in the wealth ^of 
fancy and reflection bestowed upon its 
execution, and in the moving sincerity of its 
pathos throughout, "Sir Richard Calmady" 
must rank as the great novel of a great 
writer. ' — Literature. 

' The ripest fruit of Lucas Malet's genius* 
A picture of maternal love by turns tender 
and terrible.' — Spectator. 

'A remarkably fine book, with a noble 
motive and a sound conclusion.' — Pilot. 



W. W. Jacobs' Novels. 



Crown Zvo. 

MANY CARGOES. Twenty-Fifth Edition. 
SEA URCHINS. Eighth EdHunu 
A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 
Fifth Edition. 

Can be unreservedly recommended to 
all who have not lost their appetite for 
wholesome laughter.' — Spectator. 

'The best humorous book published for 
many a ^y*-^Blach and White. 



ys. 6d. each. 

LIGHT FREIGHTS. 
Edition. 



Illustrated. Third 



' His wit and humour are perfectly irresis- 
tible. Mr. Jacobs writes of skippers, and 
mates, and seameui and his crew, are the 
jolliest lot that ever w^'cA.^-^Daily News, 

' Laughter in every page.'—- 2>atVj^ MeUi. 
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PIEKRE AND HIS PEOPLE. 
Hon, 

* Storitft happdj conceived and finely ex- 
ecuted. There u strength and geni«tf in 
Mr. Parker's style.*— i>4m> TtUgrafh, 

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth Bditicn, 

* A iplendid study (^character. '•— 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
StCPHd Editicm, 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus- 
trated. S€venth Edition, 

* A rousii^^ and dramatic tale. A book 
like this is a joy inexpressible.' — 

Daify ChronicU. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC: 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fifth 
Ediiion, 

^ * Here we find romance— real, breathing, 
living romance. The character of Valmond 
is drawn yuMxrxngXy.'^Pall Mall Gautte. 



GMlbert Parker's Norels. 

Crown Svo. 6s. each. 

Fifth EM- 



AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH : 
The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.' 
Second Edition, 

* The present book is full of fine and mov- 
ing stories of the great North.' — Glamour 
Htrald. 

THE SEATS OP THE MIGHTY. Illus- 
trated. Eleventh Edition, 

' Mr. Parker has produced a really fine 
historical novel ' — A tkemntm, 

'Kv^tho6k:— Black and WkiU. 

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Fourth Edition. 

* NothiM more vigorous or more human 
has come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this 
novel. '—L itorature. 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 
Second Edition, jf . 6d, 

* Unforced pathos, and a deeper know- 
ledge of human nature than he has displayed 
before. '— PaU Mall GoMette, 



Arthur Morrison's Novels. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, each. 



TALES OF MEAN STREETS. Fifth 
Edition. 

*A great book. The author's method 
is anutfingly effective, and ' produces a 
thrilling sense of reality. The writer lays 
upon us a master hand. The book b simply 
appalling and irresistible in its interest. It 
is humorous also ; without humour it would 
not make the mark it is certain to make.' — 

World, 



A CHI LD OF THE JAGO. Fourth Edition. 
* The book is a masterpiece.'— /»«i/il/a// 
Gazette, 
TO LONDON TOWN. Second EdiHon. 
'This is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison, 
gracious and tender, sympathetic and 
human.' — Daily Telegraph, 
CUNNING MURRELL. 

'Admirable. . . . Delightful humorous 
relief ... a most artistic and satisfactory 
achievement ' — Spectator, 



Eden PhiUpott's Novels. 



LYING PROPHETS. 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontbpiece. 
Fourth Edition.. 

*Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what 
school*boys do, and can lay bare Uieir in- 
most thoughts ; likewise he shoMrs an all- 
pervading sense of humour.' — Academy, 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second 
Edition. 

* A book of strange power and fascina- 
tion.'— JV^rwMit^ Post, 



Crown Svo, 6s, each, 

THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition. 
' Tragedy and comedy, pathos and 



humour, are blended to a mcety in this 
volume. — World, 

* The whole book is redolent of a fresher 
and ampler air than breathes in the circum- 
scribed life of great towns.' — Spectator. 



FANCY FREE. lUustrated. 
tion. Crown %vo. 6e, 



Second Edi- 



*Ot variety and racy 
plenty.'— i?«i^ Graphic, 



humour there is 



8. Baring-Gould's Novds. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, each, 

ARMINELL. Fifth EdiHon. 

URITH. Fifth Edition. 

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh 
Edition. 



MRS. CURGBNVEN OF CURGENVEN. 
Fourth Edition. 

CHEAP JACK ZITA Fourth EdiHon. 

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition, 
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MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 
EdUiOK, 

JACQUETTA. Third Ediium, 

KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition, 

N0£MI. lUustrated. Fourth Edition, 

THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illtlstrated. 
F'&urth Edition. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 
Edition, 



DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated. 

Suond Edition* 
BLADYS. Illustxated. Second Edition, 
DOMITIA Illustrated. Second Edition. 
PABO THE PRIEST. 
WINIFRED. lUustrated. Steond Edition, 
THE FROBISHERS. 
ROYAL GEORGIE. lUustrated. 

Robert Baxr's Norels. 
Crown Svo. 6s. each. 



IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. Third 
Edition^ 

' A book which has abundantly satisfied us 
by its capital humour.'— Z^ax^ Chroniclo* 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Second Edition. 
'There is much insight in it, and much 
exceUent humour.' — Daify Chronicle* 

THE COUNTESS TEKLA Third Edition, 

' Of these mediaeval romances, which are 

^ now gaining ground "The Countess 

Tekla 'is the very best we have seen.'-^/'a// 

Mall Gautte. 



Andrew Balfour. BY stroke of 

SWORD. lUustrated. Fourth Edition, 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 

*A recital of thriUing interest, told with 
. unflagging vigour.'— ^Z^^. 

8. Baring Ckrald. See page 34. 

RolMrt Barr. See above. 

Qeorge Bartram, Author of ' The People of 
Clopton.' THE THIRTEEN EVEN- 
INGS. Crotvn 8w. 6s, 

Kargaret Benson. SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Crown Svo, y.6d. 

J. BlonndeUe Burton, Author of *The 

Clash of Arms.' THE YEAR ONE ; A 
Page of the French Revolution. lUus* 
trated. Crown Zvo, 6s, 
See also FUur de Lis Novels. 

Ada Cambridge, Author of *Path and 
Goal.' THEDEVASTATORS. Crown 
Zvo, 6s, 
See also Fleur deLis Novels. 

Bernard Capes, Author of ' The Lake of 
Wine.' PLOTS. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

' The stories are excellently fanciful and 
concentrated and quite worthy of the 
author's best work.' — Afominjr Leader. 

* Ingenious and original. This is a book 
to turn' to once and Sigaxa,*-^Moming Post, 

WeatlMrto7 Cheeney;. JOHN TOPP: 

PIRATE. Second Editton. Crown Zvo, 
6s, 
A book of breathless adventure. 

* A rottsiBg pkasant stocy»*— ^4 thonmtm, 

THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 



THE STRONG ARM. lUustrated. Second 
Edition, 

THE VICTORS. 

' Mr. Barr has a rich sense of humour.'— 
Onlooher, 

'A very convincing studjr of American 
life in its business and political aspects.' — 
Pilot. 

'Good writing, illuminating sketches of 
character, and constant variety of scene and 
incident.' — Times, 



' An in^^enious tale of the sea and particu- 
larly exciting.' — World. 

' A healthy, straightforward tale, breezy 
and cheerful ' — Manchester Guardiem. 



J. 



KING OF 
of Society. 



Madaren Cobban, the 

ANDAMAN: A Saviour 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 

WILT THOU HAVE THIS WOMAN. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 
See also Fleur de Lb Novels. 

S«'H. Cooper, Author of * Mr. Blake of New- 
market.^ A FOOL'S YEAR. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
'A strikingly clever story, with pictures 
of sporting society convincingly true.' — 

Pall Mall Gautte, 
Marie CoreUi See page 32. 
L. Cope Comford. CAPTAIN JACOBUS : 

A Romance of the Road. Cr, Zvc. 6s, 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

S. B. Crockett, Author of ' The Raiders, «tc. 
LOCHINVAR. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Crown Zvo, 6s, 

'Full of gallantry and pathos, of the 
clash of arms, and brightened by episodes of 
humour and love.' — Irestminster Gtuette, 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

* A delightful taXt,*S^aher, 
' Mr. Crockett at his h^st,* -^Literature, 
B. K. Clroker, Author of 'Peggy of the 



Bartons.' A^GEL. 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 



of 'Peggy 
Second Edition, 



'An excellent story. Qever pictures of 
Anglo-Indian life abound* The heroine is 
danng and delightful.'— 

Manchester Guardian, 

See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 
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0. S. Domy. THE ROMANCE OF UP- 
FOLD MANOR. Ctvwn9p^ 6s. 

* A fine tragic story.' — H^etkfy Regisitr, 

* There b pictureequenest and r^ feel- 
ing.* — St» Ja$Kes't GoMtttg, 

A. Conaa Doyle,Author of * Sherlock 
Holmes/ *The White Company,' etc 
ROUND THE RED LAMP. SiwUk 
£ditwtt. Crown Sew. 6s, 

* The book is far and away the best view 
that has been voochsafed us behind the 
scenes of the consulting-room.* — Illustrated 
LcndoH News. 

8ani Jeannette Dniusaii (Birs. Evenurd 

Cotes), Auth<»> of *A Voyage of Consola- * 
tion.' THOSE DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS. Illustrated. Secend Edi- 
Hon. Crown 8tv. ts. 

*A rattling picture of American life, 
bright and good-tempered througbeut.'— 
Scotsman, 

* The humour is delicious.' — Daily Mail, 

a F. BmlirM. A HEART OF FLAME. 
Crown 8fv. 6s, 

* Alire Mrith the pulsing and clamorous life 
of the wild folk and wild actions with which 
it deals. A striking, well-conceired piece of 
work. *—Pall Mall Gautte, 

'An admirable story, well told. The 
dtaracters are full of life, and Ramoncita is 
really a delicious little creature.'— Jlfi^rwm^ 
Post. 

'The figure of Ramoncita, the heroine, a 
Mexican girl of 15, is charming — a sketch 
romantic and delicately drawn.' — Mstn^ 
Chester Guardian, 

J. H. Flndlater. THE GREEN GRAVES 
OF BALGOWRIE. Fourth Edition 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 

* A powerftd and Ttyid story.' — Stmetdard. 
'A beautiful story, sad and strange as 

truth itself. '-^J^oM^ Fair. 

* A singularly original, dcTer, and beauti* 
ful story? — Guardian, 

' Rereals to us a new writer of undoobted 
faculty and reserve force.' — Spectator. 

'An exquisite idyll, delicate, affecting, 
and beautiful. -^Blach and WhiU. 

See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Mary Pindlater. A NARROW WAY. 

Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

OVER THE HILLS Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Ttan OkUlOlL Author of 'Kiddy.' RICK. 
ERBY'S FOLLY. Crown 9vo. 6s. 

Dorothea Gerard, Author of ' Lady Baby.' 
THE MILLION. Crown ^o. 6s. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
Second Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 

THE SUPREME CRIME. Cr, 8sv. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 



AlMmonQilllinc. THE KEYS OF THE 
HOUSE. CrownZvo, 6s, 

*A story of absorbing interest. '^-ZiVfrw 
p0ol Mercury, 

'The book is carefully built up, piece by 
piece. The figure of Brant himself moving 
amon^ his people in his lonely parish of the 
hills ts one that long remains with the 
reader.'— Z>M(r Telegraph, 

George GifaillC, Author of ' Demos/ * In the 
Year of Jubilee,' etc THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Edition, Crown 
8v9. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

BmestGlanTlUe. the kloof bride. 

Crown Zvo, or. 6d, 

THE LOST REGIMENT. Crown 8tv. 

31. 6d. 

THE DESPATCH RIDER. Crown 8vo. 
31 • 6d 

LordEnteatHainiltoxL mary HAMIL- 
TON. Third Edition, CrvwnZvo. 6s, 

'There can be no doubt that we have in 
"Mary Hamilton" a most fascinating story 
— the most stirring and dramatic historical 
romance that has come in our way for a long 
tune.' — Illustrated London JVews, 

Robert HichenS, Author of 'Flames, 
etc THE PROPHET OF BERKELEY 
SQUARE. Second Edition, Crown Zvo, 
6s. 

'One continuous sparkle Mr. Hichens 
is witty, satirical, caustic, irresistibly hum* 
orous.' — Btmtinglutm Gazette. 

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second 
Edition, Crown Zvd. 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

John Oliver HobbeS, Author of 'Robert 
Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING. 
Crown Zvo. 6s, 

* Mrs. Craigie is as brilliant as she ever 
has been ; her d»aracters are all illuminated 
with sparkling ^ems of descriptum, and the 
conversati<Mi scintillates with an. almost 
bewildering blaze. ' — A thenaum, 

Anthony Hope. See page 33. 

Violet Hunt THE HUMAN IN- 
TEREST. Crown ^vo, 6s, 

C. J. CntcUire Hyne, Author of 'Captain 
Kettle.' PRINCE RUPERT THE 
BUCCANEER. With 8 Illustrations. 
Second Edition, CrozimZvo. 6s, 

MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. Crown 
Zvo, 6s, 

* Mr. Horrocks is a good second to the un- 
approachable Captain Kettle.' — Academy, 

'Mr. Hocrocks is sublime.' — Manchester 
Guardian, 

^ * The PuTsor is a diverting discovery, and 
his adventures are related with vigour.'— 
Daily Chronicle, 

W.W.Jacobs. See page 33. 



Fiction 



37 



Henry Jamei* Author of 'What Maisie 
Kacw.* THE SACRED FOUNT. 
CtvumSxw. 6*. 

THE SOFT SIDE. Seccnd EdUUn, 
Cr9vm 8fV. 6s, 



C. F. Xeax7. THE 



JOURNALIST. 



Plorenoe Finch Xtily. with hoops 

OF STEEL* Crown Bm, 6s, 

'Every chapter is filled with exciting 
inddents. *—MortUMe LtatUr, 

' A daring and brilliant story of adventure. 
The novel teems with life and character, 
with life which is alwa^rs within an ace of 
death, and character which curiously blends 
the ruffian and the \ixxQ,* -^Scotsman, 

Hon. Emily Lawless. TRAITS and 

confidences. Crcmm^vQ, 6s, 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

B.IyiinLinton. the true history 

OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON, Christian and 
Communist. Eleventh Edition, Crown 
Zvo, If. 

cmarles E. LnBb. THE AUTOCRATS. 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 

'A clever^ story of American life. Its 
atmosphere b convincing and striking.' — 
yanity^ Fair, 

'Eminently readable with clever photo- 
graphs of American social life.' — Standard, 

S. Hacnangbtan. the fortune of 

CHRISTINA NACNAB. Crown %vo, 6s. 

A. HacdonelL the STORY OF 

TERESA. Crown Bvo. 6s, 

'Varied and clever characterisation and 
close sympathy with humanity.' — IVest- 
minster Gazette, 

* The book is bradng as the moor itself. 
It has a threefold interest — its keen 
characterisation, its psychological insight, 
and its philosophy of life.'— /'iVi^/. 

tUCasHalet See page 33. 

RiCbard Hanh, Author of ' The Seen and 
the Unseen.' BOTH SIDES OF THE 
VEIL. Second Edition, CrovmSvo. 6s, 

* Here we have Mr. Marsh at his best.' — 
Glode, See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

A. B. W. Uason, Author of ' The Courtship 
of Morrice Buckler,' * Miranda of the Bal- 
cony,' etc CLEMENTINA. Illustrated. 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 

' A romance of the most delicate ingenuity 
and humour . . . the very quintessence of 
romance. ' — Spectator, 

L. T.Meade, drift. Cr»vm9»o, 6s, 
'Well told, and full of incident and 
character. '— Ivor Id, 

* A powtrftilly> wrought iioty.'^Birming- 
ham Post, 

'A powerful story, which treats of the 
drifting of a man of high intellectual gifts. ' 
— Court Circular, 



Bertsnun Mltf ord. THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Fifth Edition. 

F. F. Uontreeor, Author of ' Into the High- 
waysand Hedges.' THE ALIEN. Sicond 
Edition, Crown dvo, 6$, 

' Fresh, unconventional, and instinct with 
human sympathy. ' — Manchester GnardiMn, 

' Miss Montresor creates her tragedy out 
of pasaons and necesuties elementarily 
human. Perfect ut.'—Spectaior, 

Arihnr HoxTison. See page 34. 

W. B. KORlg. THE EMBARRASSING 
ORPHAN. Crown'ivo, 6s. 
See also Fleur de Lis Novels. 

Alfred ODlvant OWD BOB, THE GREY 
DOG OF KENMUIR. Fi/th Edition, 
Crown Bitfo, 6s, 

'Weird, tturilling, strikingly graphic'— 
Punch, 

'We admire this book ... It is one to 
read urith admiration and to praise with 
enthusiasm. ' — Bookman, 

' It is a fine, open-air, blood-stirring book, 
to be enjoyed by evory man and woman to 
whom a dog is dear.' — Literature, 

B. PhlUipe Oppenheim. master of 

MEN. Second Edition, Crown 8cv. 6s. 

Qill)ert ParKer. See page 34. 

James Blythe Fatten, bijli, the 

DANCER. CiywnZvo, 6s. 

HaxPemberton. the footsteps of 

A THRONE.. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

' A story of pure adventure, with a sensa- 
tion on every page.' — Daily Mail, 

I CROWN THEE KING. With lUus- 
Orations by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier. 
Crown Zvo. 6s. 

' A romance of high adventure, of love and 
war. It is a story of true love, of indomit- 
able will, and of steadfastness that nothing 
can withstand.' — Daify News, 

' A stirring talc'—Outlooh, 

EdenPllillpottS. See page 34. 

Walter Ragnnond, Author of ' Love and 
Quiet Life.' FORTUNE'S DARLING. 
Crown Zvo, 6s. 

Edith RiCkert. OUT OF THE CYPRESS 
SWAMP. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

' A^ tale in which a note of fireshness and 
individuality is struck, and the delicate 
question of colour is handled with originality 
and power. It has fine^hrilling knoments. 

^Spectator, 

' The whole story )s admirably told. Not 
even in " Uncle Tom's Cabin " is there any- 
thing more exciting than the bloodhound 
chase after the here — Tatler. 

W. Pett Bidge. LOST PROPERTY. 
Second Edition. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
* The story is an interesting and animated 
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pietim of tlM straggle foy lUSi In lioadoii, 
with a natnnl hnaovr and tendernaw of iu 

'A sSnpk, delioaca bit of work, which 
will giva plaasura to waMny, Much study of 
the nasses has made hun, not auikd, out 
strong, and— wonder of wonders— cheeifttl.' 

«A really delightful Ufe history of a 
London foundling. Once more we have to 
thank Mr. Pett Ridge for an admirable 
study of London lik,*'-^/€ciatpr, 

Mn. K. H. BolMtUm. A GALLANT 
QUAKER. Illustrated. CroumBv^ 6s, 

' It is a strong ttory of love and hate, of 
religious excitement and calm faith.* — Z^eds 
Mertuty, 

W. Clark BQgMlL MY DANISH SWEET. 
HEART. Illustrated. Fourth EdUi^n, 
Crcwn %vfi, 6s, 

Grace Eliyg. THE WOOING OF 

SHEILA. Second Edition, Crown^vo, 6s. 
' A really fine boek. A book that deserves 
to live. Sheila is the sweetest heroine who 
has lived in a novelist's pages for many a 
day. Every scene and every incident has 
the impress of truth. It is a masterly ro' 
mance, and one that should be widely read 
and supgittcvsxtidu-^Mcrmini^ leader, 

W.SatohdL THELANDOFTHELOST. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

'An exciting story • . . the plot and 
passion are managed with skill, and the 
author shows himself a master of the art of 
depicting human character.' 

— Glasgow //orald, 

AdeUne Serfeaat. Author of * The Story of 
a Penitent SouL' A GREAT LADY. 
Crown Zvo. 6s, 

THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD. 
Crown Svo, 6s. 

*A pleasant and excellently told story, 
' natural and fresh.' — Glasgow Hortdd, 

'A wholesome novel, with plenty of 
vaaAvDX*—^^ctaior. 

W. F. Shannon, the mess deck. 

Crown 8v0 . 3 j. 6d, 

Helen SMpton. THE STRONG GOD 
CIRCUMSTANCE. Crown^ioo, 6s, 

Annie Swan. LOVE GROWN COLD. 

Second Edition, Crown 8va 5;. 
'One of the strongest books that the 
' author has 3ret given us. We feel that the 
characters are taken from Hfe.^ The story 
is told with delicacy and restraint.'— -27«/^ 
News, 

Benjamin Swift, Author of ^ Siren City.' 
SORDON. Crown%vb, 6s, 

'Handled tnth a skill and a power 



that are almost ualalUng. The book is 
• thorou^hljrgood. It absonis as much by its 
ingenuity in the use of materhd as by the 
foree of its imagination.'— ^cm^^mt^. 

'The author tells his story with great 
dramatic inteataess, with simpHdty, and 
strength.'— Z>m// ifews, 

' A remarkable, venturesome. painAiL and 
interesting book. The story u beautifully 
t^d ; it is rare pleasure to read such writing, 
so simple, finely balanced, graceful, refined, 
yet forcible. '—ff^4w^. 

PaniVafaeman. a heroine from 

FINLAND. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

* Fresh in subject and treatment,' 

— Academy, 
'An idvll of conatnr life which has tne 
charm of entire novefty and freshness/ — 
Morning Leetdtr. 

* This Ule of Rumiaa and Finnish life is a 
most readable and enthralling one. The 
story is simple vet strong, and reveals 
intimate knowledge of Finnish life and 
aunners.' — Scotsman. 

* A delightful itoirv,*^ Daily Express, 
•ThU lovely tale.' 

— Manchester Guetrdiass. 
'A vivid picture of pastoral life in a 
beautiful and too little known country.* 

—Pall Mall Gazette. 

R. B. TownBhend. lone pine : a Ro- 
mance of Mexican Life. Crown 8«v. 6s. 

YL B. Karrlotl Wat8<nt the skirts 

OF happy chance. lUustiated. 
Second Edition, Crown ^o. 6s. 

'Mr. Watson's light touch, his genmne 
sense of humour, his ingenuity, and, above 
all, his polished and clear-cut style will |>ra* 
vide genuine entertunment'—- /'//^Z. 

H. O. Wens. THE STOLEN BACrLLUS, 
and other Stories. Second Edition, Crown 
%oo, 6s. 

THE PLATTNER STORY and Othbrs. 
Second Edition Crown i/vo, 6s. 

Stanley Wejrman, Author of ' A Gentlenun 
of France.' UNDER THE RED ROBE. 
With lUustratious by R. C Woodvillb. 
Seventeenth Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s, 

' Everyone who reads books at all must 
read this thrilling romance, from the first 
page of which to the last the breathless 
reader is haled along. An inspiration of 
manliness and courage.'— 'Z^ox^ ChoonfcU, 

Zaek. Author of * Life Is Life.* TALES OF 
DUNSTABLE WEIR. Crown ^0,, 6s. 

"'Zack" draws her pictures with gteat 
detail; they are indeed Dutdi interiors in 
their fidelity to the small things cS lifo'— . 
U^estminster Geuefte, 
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Zbc jpleut &e Xte "novels 

Crown Sv0. $s, 6<i 
Messrs. Methuen are now publishing popular Novels in a new and most 
charming style of binding. Ultimately, this Scries will contain the following 
books: — 



Andrew Balfour. 

To ARMSI 

Vbngeancb Id Mine. 

M. 0. Balfour. 

The Fall of the Sparrow. 

Jaii8 Barlow. 

The Land of the shamrock. 
A Creel of Irish Stories. 
From the East Unto the West. 

X A. Barry. 

IN THE Great Deep. 

E. F. BeUBOB. 

The Capsina. 

Dodo : A Detail of the Dav. 

The Vintage. 

J. Blonndelle-Burton. 

In the Day of adversity. 

denounced. 

The Clash of Arms. 

Across the salt seas. 

servants of Sin. 

Mrs. CaStyn (lotaX 

ANNE MAULEVBREK. 

Ada Cambridge. 

fath and Goal. 

Kn. W. K COifford. 

A WOitAN ALONE. 

A Flash of Summer. 

J. Blaclaren Cobban. 

The Angel of the covenant. 

Julian Corbett. 
A BUSINESS IN Great Waters. 

L. Cope Comford. 

Sons of Adversity. 

Stephen Crane. 

Wounds in the Rain. 

B. 91 Croker. 

A State Secret. 

PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. 

Hope Bawlish. 

A Secretary of Legation. 

A. X Dawson. 

Daniel White. 

Evelyn Bickinson. 

A Vicar's Wife. 
The Sin of Angels. 

Harris Dickson. 

The Black wolf's breed. 

Menie Muriel Dowie. 

The Crook of the Bough. 

BITS. Dudeney. 

The Third Floor. 

Sara Jeannette Duncan. 

A Voyage op COiVSoLATioN. 
THE Path of a Star. 

0. Manville Fenn. 

An Electric Spark. 
The Star Gazers. 
Eli's Children. 
A Double Knot. 

Jane H. Findlater. 

A Daughter of Strife. 
Rachel. 

y 1 \ 



Mary Findlater. 
Betty Musgrave. 

Jane H. and Mary Findlater. 

Tales that are Told. 

J. 8. Fletcber. 

The Paths of the Prudent. 
The Builders. 

M. B. Francis. 

Miss Erin. 

Mary Gaunt 

Kirkham's Find. 

Deadman's. 

The Moving Finger. 

Dorothea Gerard. 

Things that have Happened. 

R. Murray Gilchrist 

Willowbrake. 

George Gissing. 

The crown of life. 

Charles Gleig. 

Bunter's Cruise. 

S. Gordon. 

A Handful of Exotics. 

C. F. Gobs. 

The Redemption of David Corson. 

„ ^ R M'Queen Gray. 

MY Stewardship^ 
elsa. 

Robert fiichena. 

Byeways. 

_ „ I. Hooper. 

the Singer of Marly. 

Emily-Lawless. 

hurrish. 
Maelcho. 

Norma Lorimer. 

Mirry-Ann. 
josiah's wife. 

EdnaLyalL 

DERRICK VaUGHAN, NOVELIST. 

AN Odd Experiment. 

Richard Marsh. 

The Seen and the Unseen. 
Marvels and Mysteries. 

W. E. Norris. 

MATTHteW AUSTIN. 

HIS Grace. 

THE DESPOTIC LADY. 

CLARISSA FURIOSA. 

(ULBS INGILBY. 

A.V OCTAVE. 

JACK'S FATHER. 

A DEPLORABLE AFFAIR. 

Mrs. Oliphant 

Sir Robert's Fortune, 
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